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Hou baft 
Rodds. not like thofe of the 
Roman Confulls , for 
thefe are fignes of 4 No- 
Government. Jfthowread thefe Ballads 
(and novfing them) the poor Ballads are 
undone. They came not hither all from one 
Author; (thou wilt foon percetve the fame 
hand held not the Pen ) yet none but fhew 
either Wit or Affection ( and that's bete 
ter) or Both, which is beft of all. The 
truth is, this Rump , and indeed the 
A3 whole 


bere a Bundle of 
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es SOR PSO YS OTT 


To the Reader. 





wabole Carcafe was fo odious and bloody a 


Moniter , that every man bas aflone'or 
rotten Egge to caf? at it. Now if you 
ask who nam'd it Rump , know "twas fo 


fitd in. an boneft Sheet of Paper ( call'd 


The Bloody Rump ) written before 
the Trya! of our late Soveraign of Glori- 
ous Memory : bat the Word obrain’d not 
univer fal notice till it flew from the mouth 
of Mayor General stawn ata Publick 
Affembly in the daies of Richard Crome 
well. You have many Songs here, which 
Were never before in Print : We need not 
tell you Wiofe they ure; but webave not 
fubjoyned any Authors Names ;- heretofore’ 
it. was unfafe , and now the Gentlemen 
concetve it not fo proper. ° Tas hoped they 
did Fits Maje/ty fome Service, “twas for 
that end they were fcribbled Now( thanks 
be to God) We have liv’d ta that diy, that 
there is no Cavalier , becaw/e there is noe 
thing elfe , and'tis Wondrous hapiry to fee 
how many are his Majefties Faithfull Sub- 
jeéls 





















Tothe Reader. | 


jects, Who were ready to hang the Aut» 
thors of thefe Ballads: “But he that 
does not blot out all that's paft, and frank 
by embrace their New ‘Allegiance ; or res 
members ought but what fhall pre- 
Serve Univerfal Peace and (harity, let 


bim be Anathema; For he were a firance 


man that {houldnow he unfatisfied, when 
thofe. that writ againft the King do now 
write for Flim , and thofe who wrote for 
Fim, need now Write no more. Let Heas 
ven new continue thefe BlefSinzs on Elis 
Maj?/ty, that no one Enemy live unrecons 
~ ciled, nor any falfe Friend be undifcoyere 
ed, that fo there be no ftrife, but who 
| hall foew rsoft Duty to fo Excellent a 
KING. 


se Farewell, 
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i The Stationers to the 


= Reader. 


i Gentlemen, 
VY ave invited hereto a Feaft, and if 
Variety cloy you not, we are fatisfied. Tt 
has been our Care te pleafe you, and it tour 
i) Hope, you will retribute an Acknowledgement, 
Thee are felect Things, awork of T ime,whicb 
i for your fake we Publifh, affuring you that 
your Welcome will Crown the Entertainment. 











| Farewell. 
|, Yours, 


ih sor H. B. H,M. 











‘aol ‘a ) ak i a hy ay ria) 
| a RUAN NENT Pe i op 
iv hs Sater ) SAAN Sai 


& © Sie > ae Me ss Fes he eke 23 Sir a 


























The Firft Part. 
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The ZEALOUS PURITAN. 
I 6 3 9. 


vex Y Brethren all attend, 
eWAnd lift co my relation: ~ 
Le This is the day, mark what I fay, 
yeaa Lends to your renovation ; 


Kad iq 

Seen 
wh ry or “ , 

ae 







ROW Stay not among the Wicked, 
+] Left that with them you perifh, 
But let us to New-kugland go, 
And the Pagan People cherifh; 
Then for the truths fake come along, come along, 
Leave this place of Super(titeon : 
Were it not for we, that the Brethren be, 
You would finkinto Perdition. 























There you muy teach our hymns, 
Without the Laws controulment : 
We need not fear, the Bifhops there, 
| Nor Spirienal-Courts inroulment 5 
: B Nay, 
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“ Kump Songs. 


N ay, the Surplice fhall not fright us, 
Nor fa pel ition’ blindnefs ; 

Nor {candals rife, when v e difguite, 
i And our Sifters kiG in kindness ; 5 
Then for the truths fake, Xe. 


i ForCompany I fear not, 

i There goes ale Co fin Hannab, 

I| And Rubens f o periwades to go 

i eee in Foyce, Sufenua. 

i) With Abigal and Faith b, 

\ a Ruth, no doubt, comes after ; 

And Sarab kind, will noc flay behind, 

ih} My Cofin Conftance Daughter 5 | 

Then for the tri sth, 8ic ; 








\) Zom Tyler is prepared, 

I And th’ Smith as black as a coal; 

| Ralpb Cobler too. with us will go 
| For he regards his foul; 

) The Weav er, lioneft Shi, 

| With Prudence, Facobs Daughter, 
H And Sarab, fhe, sand Barbary. 

i Pr ofefleth to.co mé after ; 

i Then for the truth, 8c. 


3 





When we, that a e ele&ted, 

Arrive in chat fair atieinst ¥; 

Even by our faith, as the Brethren faith, 
We will not fear our entr V5 

The Pfalms thalf be our Mafick, 
Our time {pent in expounding, 
| Which in our zeal we will reveal 
To the Brethrens joy abounding’ ; 


Then for the truths (; ake, XC. Pyms 





eee > 
























Partl. Rump Songs. > 
Pyms Junélo, 1640. 
( late? 


Ruth I could chide you Friends, why, ! 10W fo 
My Watch {peaks Fight and not one pin o’th 
State 
This day tindone, can fuch remifneffe fit 
Your Adive {pirits, or my more Hellifh wit ? 
The Sun each flep:he niounts to Heavens Crown, | 
Whilft Pym commands, fhould fee a Kingdome H |, 
down ; | 
Y’ave (purs enotigh Pme fure to make you run, 
HOPE S guilry, FORTUNES crackt, and ch’ ILL 
y ave done, 
Thus W hilome feated was Great Femes. his Heir, 
Juft, as you fee me now, ith’ Kingdoms Chair; 
There the Great Seal, there Richmond, He rtford 
fate, 
There Marfball, Dorfet, Briftol’s temperate pate, 
Bue there fate Pembroke. 5 life of Loyalty, 
Th eve Holland, flower « oF Fidelity. 

We are no leffe then Charles in power and ftate, 
You areour Jnnttoes, who were th of late; 
Here fits K — Holy Say, and Seal, iil. 
With Wharton, Warwick, Brookes infpired zeal: iit 
Stroud, Hampden, H = Hale VIZGes bold {p dat itS, | \ 
Bold Martin, Ludlow, Vain, womatched wights, | 

But their Ghurch:Elder, Whites Relictous beard, 

‘There fies Abomination Statifts: Perd: 

Charl wearat'York thy Crownthat pretty thing 

We mnuft moft humbly be at Loudon King, 

But whae’s the bufineffe of the Houle this day, - 

How fpeaks my note, Commiffioners of Ar pe 
B2 ‘Lhe 
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4- Rump Songs, Part]. 


The nineteen Propofitions to be (cand 

lecond time, M. Train- band, 
Letters from Triffy ain Whitcombe, and from Hull , 
From Amferdam, the Admiral! ; how full 
Ofhigh concernments are we Sirs, advife 
How we moft warily may weigh our prife: 
Ido conceive it muft be our fir play, 
Be’c right or wrong, by Vote to damn th’ Array, 
ifever that cake footing. and ad vance, 
Farewell Milicia, and our Ordinance, 
Bue what willche appearance be? yet ftay, 
Who dares our leading Votes and Wills gainfay ? 
Should any haughty (pirir prefume fo far, 
Whac ferves the Tower for then, or the Bar ? 
But if we fear the bufineffe will not bend 
AS may be moft conducing to our end : 
By fome feigad wile ic muft be our next Plot 
To pucit off, and a new time alot, ) 
And juft Jumpe for our turn: chefe Letters {hall 
From Whitcombe, Hotham, or our Admiral, 
(Though forg’d uncruchs) be interpos’d and read, 
To {pend the time, and maze the Peoples head ; 





' Wfthe nexe day we yet fulpe& to find 


Such whofe juft C onfcience cannot be inclin’d 

To be made Vaffals to our defperate fence, 

’Tis eafie to procure a Conferrence, 

Which fhall out-fpin the leifure of the morn, = 
Then we'le refumeche Houfe, and fo adjourn 

Till five at nighe, the moderate wearied thus, 
Will quit their (eats and leave us, none but us 5 
There’s Prefident for this, this was the feat 

That plucke che Bifhops from the Barons feat, 
This wrought good Orders,manag’d many a Vote, 
This Art muft my Di(ciples learn by Rote. 


But 






































Part I. R ump Songs 5 


But if the Accommodation chance to {pring 
Into debate, chen your Artillery bring, 
And lay that flat, that cold: my Gentus ftarts 
Wich fear to find ich’ Houfe two Loyal hearts 5 
Seem though we muft teeth outwards to comply, 
And humbly kiffe che feet of Majefty, 
Yet live we cannot, but obedience dead, 
Nor ftand elfewhere but on the Kingdoms head ; 
Calmes proper are for guiltleffe fons of Peace,, 
Our Veffels bear out beftin ftorming Seas 5 
Charles muft not reign fecure whilft reigns a Pyne, 
The Sun if it rife with us muft fec wich him; 
You have one pleaftrre which muft be expreft 
To Leicefter, Pembroke, St ——~+ and your reft, 
‘Bid Effex, Percy, and your Quondam Grom 
O’ch ftool, co wait usin the Princes Room: 
Some of you fubtilly may in Cottoas walk, 
Sic and allure AffeCtions by your talk; 
"Twill be a work worthy your nimble wit, 
To gain che Devil and us a Profelyre. 
So, to your buifineffe, yet ere you be gone 
Take my advice, chen bleffiag light upon 
Your nimble Votes, and firft be (ure you fhroud 
Your dark defigns in a Religious Cloud, 
Gods Glory,Churches Good,Kings bead Supreme, 
A Preaching Minifter muft be your Theame 5 
Next ftru&ture of your Babel co be built, , 
Matt {pecioufly be varnifhe o’re,and gilt 
Wich Liberty, Propriety of lives 
And fortunes,’gainft th’ high ftreccht Prerogatives, 
And then a Speech or two moft neatly {pent, 
For Rights and Privilege of Parliament 5 
Thefe two well mixt, youw’le need no other lures 
To gainthe People, and to make them yours, 
B 2 
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6 ‘Kamp Songs. Part I. 
ifobarles a {pleafed, with ‘aie witty, tart 

2 {lage ( ad juftly too ) thai | make you fart, 

eeineven have put him.to his Guard, be fire 

Ye then be] Joud enough, and firit cry Whor rH 

War rais'd againftthe ‘Parliament, a great 

Hinderance of the jrifh Ayde, and ftrong Abet 

Unto the Rebels : then it any thing 

You have may blaft the Honour of the King, 

Be it bad enough, no matter from what hand, 

Weel Vote it crue, and then to believe command; 

a on your memories if ] impole no more, 

You cannot miffe your way when me before : 

Life Sy nnd Sylla; Marius, Gracchys Ghott, 

Wich the reft of the whole Mechanick Hott, 

Remes g reateft Earca-quakes, and chis little ‘crunck 

Make with your deiperate Spirits deeply drunk, 

Up from your‘droufie urnes, che Ghoft of thofe 

My Anceftors that Richard did depofe, 

Drop fieth into my breaft, my foul in{pire, 

And ftrongly a&tuate me with your fire, 

[hac theirs thus mixt wich my Malicious Gall, 

Mine may with theirs fully poffeffe you all. 

Goand exceed their Villanies as much more 


rm ¥ 


As theirs did all attempts that was before ; 
Fs ae example, that ic may be known 
You capted no exat mple but your own, 

d ifin after times, when filencly 


noth er-tirebrand chance to be 5 


feds 


tome 


ICED 
Twill be chief Crown and 1d Sano nto him, 
boiay he playd o} 3 Pra ‘nck slike you and Pywi. 


























Partl.  Roamp Songs. 7 


Upon Mr, Pymns Piéture. 


Eader , behold the Counterfeit of him Wik 
R whe now controuls the Land; Almighty Mi 
C Pym! Ni 


A man whom even the Devil to:fear begins, Ha 
And dares not truft him with fucceflefs fins; ui 
A man who now is wading through the Floud Hi 
Of Reverend Lauvdsjand Noble Straffords Bloud, 
To ftrike fo high as to put Bifhopsdown, | 
And in the Miter-co controul the Crowny 
The Wretch hath mighty thoughts, and enter- 
(tains 
Some Glorious Mifchief in his AQtive Brains, 
Where now he’s plotting co make J Engler a {uch 
As may out-vye tne villany of the Dutch 
He dares not go to Heaven, *cattle he neh feat 
To meet ( and not pull iowa) y the Bifhops there : 
Is:it not ftrange, that in chat ‘ Sint ietle-head 
TI hreeKingdoms ruines {hould be buried ? wy 
Is it not ftrange there fhould’be hateh’c a-Plor (| 
Which fhould ouc-doe the Treatun of the Scor, 
And even the Malice of a Puritan ? : 
Reader behold, and hate the Poylonoust mans Wah 
The Pidture’s like him; yet ’cis very fic Hn 
He adde onelikenefs more, that’s hang like ir. 


B 4 





























| g Rump Songs. 
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Part I. 





A Song. 


To the Tune of Blue Cappe for me. 





sla Scots now returnat Lefleys demand, 
How all the Affairs inthe North-part do ftand, 
And cell him che Parliament is fully agreed 
To fend him good ftore of Mony with {peed, 
To ferve their occafions:thus fay, they fhall find 
For to come to paffe, when the Devil is blind. 


Let all their Brethren be new circumcis’d, 

And Burton and for Saints canonis'd, 

And at the Sacrament fit for their eafe, 

And pray unto God, even juft when they pleafe, 
The Scots in defpice fhall pleafe their own mind, 
And do what they pleafe, when the Devil is 

( blind. 





Next they will havein each City and Town 
All painted Glaffe-windows to be pull’d down 3 
One Bell ina Church to call them away, | 
It’s enough when the Spirit doth movethem to 
(pray, 
Without any Surplice or Tippet behind 
The Prieft thall fay Service , when the Devil is 
( blind, 


1 


Laftly, che Parliament in any cafe 
Will down with all Orgatis, for Piping is bale; 
No 


prem mat. ovamee gypsies 


4 i 

Partl. Rump Songs. 9 |) 

No cringing below the Altar fhall be, 4 

_ For that is a Trick of Idolatry.: 

Now tell me good Scots, arenot Englifh-men 
( kind 

But when this comes to pafle, fay the Devil is 
( blind. 



















Mr.Hampdens Speech againft Peace at the 4 
clofe Committee. ill 


To the Tune of I went from England. . 


Bu will you now to Peace incline, 
And languifh in the Main defign, | WA 
And leave us inthelurch ? | i 
1 would not Monarchy deftroy, | 
But only as che way to enjoy 
The ruine of the Church. 


Is not the Bifhops Billdeny’d, 
And we fill shreatned co be try’d? 
You fee the King embrace’ 
Thofe Councellours he approv’d before : 
Nor doth he promife, which is more, 
That we fhall have their Places. 


Did I for this bring in the Scot, 
( For ’tis no Secret new } the Plot 


Was Sayes and mine together : 
Did | for this return again, 


And {pend a Winter there in vain , 
J went more to invite them hither; | 
Q Though 

















































10 Kump Songs’ . Parcel 


Though more our Mony than our Caute 
Their Brotherly affiftance draws, 

My labour was not loft. 
At my Return J broughe you thence 
Neceflity, their ftrong Pretence, 

And thefe fhall quit the Coft. 


Did { for this my County bring 
To help their Knight againft their King, 
And ratte che firft Sedition ? 
Though I the Bufinels — decline, 
Yet I contriv'd the whole Defign, 
And fent them their Petition. 


So many nights {pent inthe City 
In chat sAvilibies Committee; 

The Wheele that governs all; 
From thence the “-hange in Church and State, 
And all the Mifchiefs bear the date 

From Haberdafbers Hall. 


Did we forcelreland to defpair, 
Upon the King to caft che War, 
To make the World abhor him : 
Fecaufe the Rebells us’d his Name, ' 
Taough we ourfelves can dothe fame, 
While both alike were forhim. 


Thea the {ame Fire we kindled here 
With that, was given co quench it there, 
And waifely loftthac Nation : 
Todoascrafty Beggars ule, 
To maim'them(elves thereby to abufe 
The {imple mans com paffion, 
Have 














'Have I fo often paft between 
\Windfor and VV eftminger unleens 
And did my felf divide : 
To keep his Excellence in awe, 
And give the Parliament the Law, 
| For they knew none befide. 


| Did I for thefe take pains to teach 
Our zealous Ignorants to preaci, 
And did their Lungs infpire , 
| Read them their Text, fhew’d them their Parts, 
And taught themall cheir \ictle Arts, 
To fling abroad the Fire. 


Sometimes to begg, fometimes to threaten, 
And fay the Cavaliers are beaten, 
And ftroke the Peoples ears; 
Then ftreight when Victory. grows cheap, 
And will no more advance the heap, 
To raife the price of Fears. 


And now the Book, and now the Bells, 
And now the A& the Preachers tells 
To edifie the Peoples 
Allour Divinity is News, 
And we have made of equal ufe 
The Pulpic and the Sceeple. 


And fhall we kindle all chis Flame, : 
Onely co put it out again, 
And muft we now give ore, 
And only end where we begua 
In vain this Mifchief we have done, 
| Ifwe can do no more, 


Part lL. Ramp Songs. i 
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= Rainp Songs. 
Ifmen in Peacecan have their right, 
Where’s the Neceffity to fight, 

That breaks both Law, the Oath; 
They’le fay they fight not for the Caufe, 
Nor to defend the King and Laws, 

But as againft them both. 


Part i 


Either the Caufe at firft was ill, 

Or being good it was fo ftill; 
And thence they will infer, 

That either now, oratthe firft 

They were deceiv’d; or which is wor‘, 
That we our felves may erre. 


But Plague and Famine will come in, 

For they and we are near of kin, 
And cannot go afunder : 

But while the wicked @arve, indeed 

The Saints have ready ac their need 
Gods Providence and Plunder. 


Princes we are if we prevail, 
And Galiane Villains ifwe fail, 
When co out fame ’tis told; 
Ic will not be our laft of prayfe, 
Sin’ a New State we could not raife 
-To have deftroy’d che old. 


Then let us flay and fight, and vote 
Tull Loudon is not worth a Groat; 

Oh ‘tis a’patient Beaft : 
When we have gall’d and tyr’dtheMule, 9" 
And can no longer have the rule, 
We'le have the Spoyle at leaft. 



















Part I. Rump Songs. | 13 


A Song. 


To the Tune of The Queens old Souldier, iW 
| ( Power, K 
?7°O make Charles a great King, and give him no 4 
| Tr Henour him much, and not obey him an ie 
| ( Hower; mai 

To provide for his Safety, and take away his . 


VEEN IS¥ go ( Tower, : 
And to proveall is {weet, be it never (o fower. My 
The new Order of the Lande the Lands new Order. 














To fecure men their Lives, Liberties and Eftates mM 
By arbitrary Power, as ic pleafech the Fates °-— i | 
To take away Taxes, by impofing great Rates, hi i 
And to make us a Playfter by breaking our Pates: a 

The new Order of the Land, & the Lands new Order. i | 





_ To fit and confule for ever and a day, 

| To counterfeit Treafon by a Parliamentary way, WA 

_ To quiet the Land by a cumuleuous {way, lg 

New Plots to devife, then them to betray. | 
The new Order, et. 











To leave all Votes free by ufing of Force, 
That one make Petitions for Conntie; by courfe, 
To make Pym as great as his Mothers great Horfe, 
Which William left Agaus,though his Meaning was 


( worfe, 


The new Order, &c, 
( Band, 

To encourage good Souldiers by cafhiering the 
_ To hearcen brave Spirits by expelling the Land, 


4 
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14. Rump Songs. 


To quiet Digby and Deering, whom they can’e un- | 
( derftand | 


To frame not new Laws , but new Words, if well 
( fcan’d. 
The new Order, &c. 


To put by bravé Doétors, becaufe th’are not 
( taughe, 
To fet for Preachers men, very well wrought, 
Who all the day fith, but nothing ere Caughts 
This, Bretheren, were good, ifnot very naught. 
Lhenew Order, @c. 


To fend them their Zealots to Heaven in a ftring, 

Wao elfe to Confufion Religion will bring, 

Who fay the Lords Prayer is a Popifh thing, 

Who pray for themfelves, but leave out their 
(King. 

The new Order of the Land, and the Lands new Order. 


7% 
A ; Song. 
To the Tune of Cuckolds all a-row. 


K Now chis my Brethren Heavens clear, 
EX. And ail the clowds are gone, 
The righteous. men fhall flourifh now 

Good dayes are comming on; 
Come then my Brethren‘and be glad, 

And eke rejoyce with me, 
Lawn fleeves and Rechets fhall go down, 

Ana hey then up go we. 

Wee'le 


Part J? 


j 














































Partl. Rump Songs. 15 


Wee’'l break the Windows which the Whore 
Of Babylon hath painted, 
And when che Popifh Saints are down, 
Then Burges fhall be Sainted 5 My) 

There’s neither Croffe nor Crucifix aa 
' fhall ftand for men to fee, ! 
Romes trafh and trumpery fhall go down, 
| And hey then up go we, 








What ere the Popifh hands have buile, 
Our Hammers fhall undoe, , | 
Wee’l break their Pipes,and burn their Copesy — - Hl 
And pull down Churches too : | mi 
Wee'l exercife within the Groves, 
And teach beneatha Tree, mii) | 
Wee’l makea Pulpit ofa Cask, | i \ 
And bey then up go we. \ i | 








Where Learning is profeft, 
Becaufe they practice and maintain 
The language of the Beaft ; Mh 
Vee'l drive the Dogfors out of doors, PA RY 
| And parts what ere they be; Ti 
| Wee’l cry all Arts and Learning down | 
And bey then up go we. 


} | 
Wee'l down with all che Verfities, ‘i | | 
| 





Wee’l down with Deans and Prebends too, 
And I rejoyce to tell ye 
How that we willeat Pigs our fill, 
And Capon by thebelly 5 
Wee'l burn the Fathers Learned Books, _ Hh 
Ard make the Schoo!-men flee; aN 
Wee’l down with all chat fmells of wit, 
And hey then up go we. 
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Part I. 


If once the Antichriffian crew 
Be crufh’d and overthrown, 

Wee'l teach the Nobles how co ftoop, 
And keep the Gentry down : 

Good manners havean ill report, 
And turns to pride we fee, 

Wee'l therefore cry good manners down, 
And bey then up go we.. 


The name of Lords fhall be abhorr’d, 
for every man’s a Brother, 

No reafon why in Church and State 
One man fhould rule another. 

But when the Change of Government 
Shall (ec our fingers free, 

Wee’l make the wanton Sifers ftoop, 
And hey then up go wee 


What though the King and Parliament 
Do not aceord together, 

We have more caufe to be content, 
This is our Sun-fhine weather ; 

For if that reafon fhould take place, 
And they fhould once agree, 

Who would be in a Kound-heads cafe ? 
And hey then up go we. | 


What fhould we do then in this cafe, 
Let’s put ic to a venture, 

Ifthat we hold out feven years {pace, 
Wee'l fire owe our indenture. 

A time may come to make us rue, 
And time may {et us free, 

Except che Gallows claim his due, 

And bey then up go we, 
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The Flumble Petition of the Elouje of 


Commons, 


F Charles thou wilt but befo kind 
To give us leaveto take our mind; 
Of all thy ftore. 


When we thy Loyal Subjects, find 


Th’aft nothing left co give behind, 
Wee’l ask no more: 


Firft, for Religion, it 1s meet 
We makeic goupon new feet, 
> Twas jame before : 
One from Geneva would be {weet, 
Let Iarwick fecch’t home with his Fleet, 
Weel! ask no more. 


Tec usa Confultation call 
Of Honeft men, but Round-heads all, 
God knows wherefore; 
Allow them bur a place to baul 
*Gainft Bilhops Courts Canonical, 
Wee'll ask no more. 


Let him be hang’d a Surplice wears, 
And Fippet on his fhoulders bears, 
Raggs of che Whore 
Secure us from our needleffe fears, 
Let —— and Burton have cheir ears, 
Wee’ll ask no more, 


sae 


iF 
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Reform each Univerfity, 
And in them let no Learning be, 
A great Eye-fore; 


Prom hence make Romes Arminians flee, 


That none may have free-will but wee, 
Wee’ll ask rio more, 


Left the Ele& fhould go aftray, 

Let Coblers teach you the right way 
To Heavens door ; 

And left their foles fhould wear away, . 

Lec them their Sifters underlay, 
Wee’ll ask no more. 


Next from the Bifhops Hierarchy, 

Oh the word founds but fcurvily, 
Let’s hear’ no more 3 

Ie ne’re was taught the Apoftles by, 

Lay-Elcers may the place fupply, 
Wee’ll ask no more. — 


Next, for the State, we think it fic 
That Mr. Pym fhould govern it, 
He’s Very poor : 
The money that’s for Ireland writ, 
Faith let chem have the Devil a bit, 
Wee'll ask no more. 


Por ordering the Militia, 
Let us ordain anew new way, 


Ne’re heard before; 
Let the Great Council bear the (way, 


Ifyou will giveusleave you may, 
Wee'll ask ne more, 
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In this we will not be deny’d, 
Becau(e in you wee'll not confide, 
We know wherefore 
The Citizens their Plate provide, 
Do you but fend ir yours befide, 
Wee'll ask no more: 


Now if chat you’ll make Hall your own, 
There’s one thing more we muft fet down, 
Forgot before; 
Sir Fobx fhall chen give up the Town, 
Ifyou will bue refign your Crown, 
Wee’ll ask no more. 


The Anfwer to the Petition, (7 


I Charles the King will be fo kind, 
To give you leave to take your mind, 
Of all my ftore, 
When I you Loyal Subje&s find, 
And you thofe Members have refign’d, 
Jaskt before, 


And when Religion’s all your.cares, 

Or Loudon have {uch heed of theirs, 
They had before : 

When Warwick from Geneva dares, 

Now Printed, bring the Common-Prayers, 
And read chem o’re. 


oe 




































































-AWhen all your Confulcations tend, 


























20, «Rump Songs, Part I, 
To pay what you‘have made men lend, 
None knows wherefore ; 
When you no more fhall fay you?ll fend, 
And bring me fairly co mine end, 
You'll ask no more. 


When your Sme&ymnuus Surplice wears, 
Or Tippet on‘his fhoulders bears, 
Raggs of the Whore ; 
When Burton; —— and Baflwick dares, 
With your good leaves, but fhew their Eares, 
They'll ask no more. 


When what I borrowed J fhall fee, 
Yhave paid each Univerfitie, 
_ Of th’ City ftore: 
And Dog&ors, Chaplains, Fellows, be 
Free-willers of pluralitie, 
They’il ask no more. 


When checele& fhall make fuch haft, 
By ch’ Brecheren to be embrac’t 

In Tubs on floore ; 
When Coblers they fhall preach their laft 
At Gonventicles ona Faft, 

They’il ask no more. 


When Bifhopsall the Houfe adorns, 
And Round-heads for their abfence mourns, 
A great Eye-fore 5 
When ev’ry Citizen leffe fcorns 
Lord Wentworth’s head, cher Effex horns, ! 
You'll ask no more, 
sean 
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| When you no more fhall dare hereafter, | 1 
Aneedleffe thing which gains much laughter; i 
oS * “Granted before; ~ i) 
When Pym isfent to Ireland flaughter, | 
| Andne’re more hopes to marry my Daughter, al 
Yow ll askno more, . . i 
| When you have found a clearer way i) 
| For ordering the Militia, | i 
| Then heard before’; | - | i 
|. When Atkins onthe Training day, - . i 
Sha’ne dare his Office. tolbewray, 99 Hl 


Hee’ll ask no more. 





When naught tome fhall be deny’d; 
And you {hall all inme confide, | | 
Goed caufetherefore ; Nt 
When Dewmark fhall for me provide; Ni 
And now Lord Digby’s on my fide, Mi 
| Ask meno more. Wil 
i | Hi! 
Laft, when! thall make Hull my own, i 
This one thing more! mutt ec down, Wi 
Forgot before, i} a 
When! have got into the Town, Wil 
le make cen more befidesthat Clown, Ht 
Kneele and implore. nH 
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To the five Principal Members of the Flos 


nourable Exou/e of Commons. 


The Humble Petition of the Po ET's. 


F A Feer fo many Concurring Petitions 
£-\_From all Ages and Sexes, and allconditions, 
We come in the Rear to prefent our Follies» 
To Pym, Stroude, Haflevig, Hampden and ~— 
And we hopefor our labour we fhall not be fhent, 
For this comesfrom Chriftendom,& not from Kent ; 
Though fet form of Prayers be an Abomination, 
Set forms of Petztions find great Approbation : 
Therfore,as others from th’ bottem of their fouls, 
So wee trom the depth and bottom of our Bowles, 
According unto the bleffed form tanght us, 
We thank you firft for the Is you have brought us, 
For the Good we receive we thank him that gave it, 
And you for the Confidence only to crave it. 
Next in courfe, we Complain of the great violation 
Of Privilege (like the reft of our Nation) 
But ‘tis none of yours of which we have fpoken 
Which never had being, untill chey were broken: 
But ours isa Privilege Antient and Native, 
Hangs not on Ordinance, or power Legiflative, 
And firft, ’tis to {peak whatever we pleafe 
Without fear ofa Prifon, or Purfuivants fees. 
Next, that we only may /ye by Authority, 
Buein chat alfo you have got the Priority. 
Next, an old Cuftom, our Fathers did name it 
Po:sical licenfe, and alwayes did claim it. — 
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By this we have power to change Age ih Youth, 
| Turn Non-fence into Sence, and Falfhoodco Truth; 
In brief, to make good whatfoever is faulty, I 
This art fome Poet, or the Devil has taught ye; | 
And this our Property you have invaded, | 
And a Privilege of both Houfes have made it : | 
But that truft above all in Poets repofed, ai 
That Kings by them only are made and Depofed, a: 
This though you cannot do, yet you are willing; Mh 
But when we undertake Depofing or Killing, iH 
They’re Tyrants and Monfters,and yet then the Poet i 
Takes full Revenge on the Villains chat do it, i 
And when we refumea Scepter or a Crown, i 
Weare Modeft, and feek not to make it our own. i 
But is’e not prefuumption to write Verfes to you, ve 
Who make the better Poems of the two, Ha 
For all chofe pretty Knacks you do compofe, A 
Alas, what are they but Poems in profe, | | 
And between thofe and ours there’s no difference, Hp 
But chat yours want the rhime, the wit and the | | 
But for lying(the moft Noble part of a Port) (fenfe: | 
You have it abundantly, and your felves know it, 
And though you are Modeft, and feem to abhor ic, 
| °T has done you good fervice, and thank He’ven | 
( for it : Wit 

| Although the old Maxime remains ftill in force, | 
| That a San&ified Caufe, muff have a Sandtified i 
|  Ifpoverty be a part of our Trade, ( Courte : } 

So far the whole Kingdome Poets you have made, 

Nay even fo far as undoing will doit, 

You have made King Charles in manner a Poet, 

But provoke not his Mufe, for all the world knows, 
Already you havehad too much of his Profe. 
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Tbe Parliaments Pedigree, 


O Pedigrees nor Projeds 
Of after-times I cell, 
Nor what ftrange things the Parliament 
In former times befell, 
Nor.how an Fmperour gota King, 
Nor how a King a Prince, 
But you fhall hear what Progenies 
Have been begotten fince. « 























Hi, The Devil hea Monfter got, 
li Which was both ftrong and ftout, 
This many-headed Monfler 

Did ftrait beget a Rout s 
This Rowt begat a Parliament, 

As Charles he well remembers, 
We The Parizament got Monfters.too, 
a) Tae which begot Five Members. 











The Members Five did then beget 
Moft of the Houfe of Peers, 

1 The Peers mit- underftandings got 

iy All Fealoufies and Fears ; 

IF The Fealonfies got Horfe and Men, 

Wi Left Warrs fhould haveabounded, 

i= And { dare {ay this Horfe got Pym, 

if And he begot a Rownd-head. 























if = (ss The Round-head got a Citizen, 

(| That great Tax-bearing Mule, 
The Mule begot a Parliament Affe, 
And he begot a Ful: ~~ 
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- Somefay.the Fool got Warwick, 
And Rich gave him his whole Land, 
In zeal Lord Rich gotGod knows who, 
And God knows who got H 








This H——> Surplices got down, 
And: thofe Church Rites that were, 

He hath Petitions enough each day, 
No need ofthe Lords Prayer : 

But it’s no wonder that’s cry’d down, 
And that indeed the rather, 

‘Caufe Pym and he two Baftards are, 
And dare not fay, Our Father. 








Now fince this is che chiefeft thing, 
Hath got this great divifion, 
Which London {or to reconcile, 
Hath got this great Munition: 
The City hath now been refin’d, 
From all her Droffe and Pelf, 
They’re now. about for to new mold, 
And Coyn the Common-wealth, 

















Lo thofe who defire no Peace. 


Hould all-thofe various Gales, whofe titles are 
Enrol’d within the Pilots Regifter, ( layn 
Break from their drowfie Dens, where they have i 
Bound up in flumbers, and invade the Main, th 
They could not raifea ftorm like that which they wh 
Raile inthe Common-wealth, who would betty He 
ur 
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Our Peace to Civil War, in which the State 

Mutt bleed it felfco death, and have the fate, 
After its ftock of life is (pent, to lye 

Buried rth Rubbith of an Anarchy. 

Should Ravens, Bats, and the thrill] Owl confpire 
Totwift their Notes into a General Quire, 

And chufe the Mandrake for the Chaunter, they 
Could not fhrillforch fuch an il-boding lay, 

Or ftrains fo Jarriag, as do thofe whofe throats 
Warble the clamorous and untunefttl Notes 

Of Blood and Death, fome whirle-wind, Sirs, has 
Ics Lodging up in the Fanatick brain Ctaen 
Of chefe bold fons of tumule, I dare fay 

They moulded were of {ome diftemper’d Clay, 
Which from its Centre was by Earth-quake torn, 
A Tempeft fhook the world whenthey wereborn ; 
Sure from tts Sphere the Element of Fire 

1s dropr, and does their bofomes now infpire, 

The flame locke upinbold Razillacks urne, (burn. 
Is {natcht from thence, and in their hearts does 
Night, open chy black wombe, and let out all 
Thy dreadfull furtes, yet chefe furies {hall 

Noe chill my heart with any fear, fince day 

Has furtes fhewn, blacker by far chenthey. 

Let Vaux now fleep untill the day of Doom, 
Open his eyes, forgotten in bis Tonab, 

i et none revile his duft, his Name-fhall be 
Extirpated from every Hiftory, 

To yielda room for others, fortis fit 

‘Their Namesin place of his fhould now be writ; 
Who think that no Religion can be good, 
Unleffe’t be writ in'‘Charaiters of Blocd, 

No marvail ifthe Rubrick thermuft be 

Blotted from out the Sacred Liturgie, 
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And thofe red Letters now no more be known, 

| They’le have no other Rubrick but their own. 

But fhall they chus impetuoufly roule on, 

| And meet not any Maledi&ion? 

Yes fure, may fleep, that milde and gentle balme, 

| Which all uakind diftempers does becalme, 

'Beunto thema torture, may their Dreams 

Be all ofMurders, Rapes, and fuch like Theams; 

_ And when they're (pent, may Wolves approach and 

| ( howle, 

| To break their flumbers 5 may the Bat and Owle, 
Before their Gates, to ufher in the dayes 
Unwellcome light, ftretch one their direfull layes; 

| ?Mongft their difordered humors, may there be 
A deadly Feud, and fatal mutiny 5 

May fudden flames their houfes melt away, 

| And Feavers burn their houfes too of Clay 5 

May all cheir facuities and fences be 

Aftonithe by fome droufie Lethargie, 

| That there may be allow’d them only fence 

Enough to feel the pangs of Confcience, 

_ Griping their fouls, chat they who chought it fin 

| To have peace without, may haveno peace within 
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The French ‘Report. 





) E have of late been in Exgland 
Vere me have feen much {port, 

De raifing of de Parliament, 

|. Have quite pull’d down de Court, 
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De King and Qiieen dey feperate, 
And rule in Ignorance, 

Pray judge ye Gentlemen, if dis 
Be a la mode de Frances 


A vife man dereis like a Ship 
Dac ftrikes upon de thelves, 
Dey Prifon all, Behead and Whip» 
All vifer den demfelves, 
Dey fend out men to fetch deyr King, 
Who may come home perchance, 
Oh fye, fye, fye, it is'be Gar 
Not a la mode de France. 


Dey raife deyr Valiant Prentices, 
To guard deyr Caufe with ‘Clubs, 

Dey root deyr Bifhops out of doors, 
And Prefh demfelves in Tubs, 

De Ccbler and de Tinker too, 
Dey will in time advance, 

Pox take dem all, itis (Mort Dieu’) 
Not ala mode de France, 


Yaflead of bowing to deyr King, 
Dey vex him wich Epiftles, 
Dey furnifh all deyr Souldiers out 
With Bodkins,Spoons,and Whiftles. 
Dey bring deyr Gold and Silver in, , . 
De Brownifts to advance, 
But ifdey be cheat of it all, 
Tiz, ala mode de France. 


But if when all deyr wealth is gone,’ » 
Dey turn'unto deyr King, 
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| Dey wili make all amendsagain, 

| Denmerrily we will fing, 

VIVELE ROY,VIVE LE ROY, 

_ Vee’le Sing, Gareufeand Dance, 

De Englifh men have done fort Bon, 

| And alamode de France. 





eC ee 


A Loyal Subjects Oath, 


; 
| 
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His 1s my Oath, for ever to defpife, 

| §L With heart and foul and all my Faculties 
The Kings proud foes, and with my life fubdue 
All that co his Sacred Majefty are not true, 

To execute his Precepts with my Blood, 

So faras Confcience dictates it is good ; 

'To make my body a Bullwark gainfthis foes, | 
And to maintain his red and whiceft Rofe, vi 
) Venture Life and Living, Sword and Mufe, Hi 
Scill co uphold the Glorious Flower-de-luce : Wa 
To be the fame to Prince, and Duke of York, i 
Or for acurfed Jew that eats no Pork, ii 
‘Lect me be Curfed, and receive the Curfe i 
‘Hangs over Pym, and Hotham, and a worfe WA 
Acannot wifh, he that denyes this Oath, 

Let thefe, and my Curfe, light upon them both ; 
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Part I. 
Short and Sweet. 
Ife menfuffer, good men grieve, 
Knaves devile, and Fools believe, 
Help, O Lord, fend ayd unto us, 
Elfe Knaves and Fools will quite undoe us. 








To the City of London. 


Ell me Cittz. what ye lack, 
That che Knaves ofthe Pack 
Ye do not fee forth comming, 
Love ye Treafon fo well, 
That ye neither buy nor fell, 
Buc keep a noife with your Drumming. 


What is’t chat you guard, 
Wich your double watch and ward, 
Your own wares,or your wifes things, 
if down come the Blades, 
Then down go the Trades, 
They'll not leave a dead ora live thing. 


What doth your profit fay, 
When fhall we fee the day , 
That money fhall be paid in, 
Great Strafford he is dead, 
Yehave cut off his bead, 
And the Bifhops all are laid in. 


And | 
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And yet you grow poor, 
As any Common whore, 
That hath been long a fading ; 
There’s no man will buy, 
Ye may leave to {wearand lie, 
As yeufe to doin your trading, 


_. There’s fomething Rehind 


That lies in the winde 
__ And brings you thus to nothing, 
What doth then remain? 
O che Parliament muft raign, 
And you'll have A King and no King. 


But though their power can 
From a VVomanturn a Man, 
Ifchey pleafe fo to declare him; 
Yet let chem take heed, 
The King is King indeed, 
And the Souldiers cannot {pare him: 


Is°¢ nothing ye think 
24,ina Link 
Kings that make his fucceffion : 


| Befides for our Good, 
_ Three Princes of the Brood, 


And three Kingdoms in Poffeflion. 


And all his Vertues too 
Should be fomething to you, 

if chey could ought: amend you ; 
But ’caufe Hee’s Chafte and Juit, 


| You'd have Cruelty and Luft, 


Another King Herry God fend you: 


But 







































































32 Rump Songs. Part I. 
But if you mean to thrive, 
And keep your trades alive, 
And bring co your City treafure, 
Give the King his full Rate, 
As well.as to the State, 
And let Him have London meafure. 


a= 


The Players Petition to the’ Parliament. 


Eroick Sirs, you glorious nine or ten, 

That can depofe the King, and the Kings men, 
Who by your Sublime Rhetorick agree, 
That prifons are the Subjects libertie : 
And though we fent in filver at great rates, 
You plunder, to fecure us.our Eftates. 
Your ferious fubtiley is grown fo grave, 
We dare not tell you how much power you have, 
At leaft you dare not hear us ; how you frown 
If we bue fay, King Pym wears Charles his Crown, 
Such a word’s Treafon, and you dare not hear it, 
Treafon to {peakic, and yet not to wear it. 
O wife myfterious Synod, what fhall we 
Do for fiich menas you.e’re forty three 
Be halfexpir’d, and anunlucky feafon 
Shall fet a period co Triennial Treajon, 
When the fields pitcht,and fome, for all their skill, 
Shall fight a Bloody Battel on Tower-Hill; 
Where Mafter Pym, your wile judicious Schollar, 
Afcends his Throne,and takes his Crown in Collers 
When Ganterbury coming forth fhall wonder 
You have fo long fecur’d him from the Thunder 
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Of King-hunting Prentiees, and che Mayor 
Shall juffel zealous Ifeack from his Chair. 
'Fore-feeing Brookes, thou drewfta happy lot, 
’T was a wile Bolt, although twas quickly fhot 
But whilft you live, ourloude Petition craves, 
‘That we the true Subje&s, and the true Slaves, 
May 1n our Comick mirth and Tragick rage, 
Set up the Theatre, and fhew the Stage, 
The fhop of truth and fancy, and we Vow 
Not co A& any ching you difallow.: 
We will noe dare at your ftrange Votes to Jear; 
Nor perfonate King Pym with his State-flear 5 
A(piring Cataline {hall be forgot , 
Bloody Sejanus, or who e’re would Plot 
Confufion co a State; the Warrs betwixt 
The Parliamenc, and juft Henry thefixt, (power; 
Shall have no ghought or mention, caufe their 
Not only plac’d, but left him in the Tower 3 
Nor yet the Grave advice of Learned Pym, 
Make a Malignane, and then Plunder him. 

All chefe and fuch like a&ions as may mar 

Your (oaring Plots, and fhew you what you are, 
We wall omic, left chat your mention fhake ‘um , 
Why fhon!d the men be wifer then you make ’um. 
Methinks chere fhould not fuch a difference be 
*Twixt our profeflion and your quality, 
You meet, plor,talk,confulr, with minds immente, 
The like with us, but only we (peak fenfe 
Inferiour unto you; we can tellhow 
To depofe Kings, chere we are more then you, 
Although not more then what you would; chen we 
Likewife in our vaft Privilege agree, 
Only yours are the longer; and controules, 
Not only Lives and Foreunes, but mens Souls ; 

D For 
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3A. Rump Songs, Part I. 
For you declare by Ainigmatick-fenfe, 

A Privilege over mens Conicience, 

As if the 7rinity would not confente 

To favea Soul without che Parliament. 

Wee make the People laugh at fome vain fhew, 
And as they laugh at us, chey doe at you ; 
Bucthen ith Contrary we difagree, 

For you can make them cry fafter thea wee: 

Your Tragedies more really are expreft, 

You murder men in Earaeft, wee in Feit. 

There we come fhort: But ifyou follow’e thus, 
Some wife mén fear you will come fhort ofus. 
Now humbly, as wedid begin, Wee pray; 

Dear School-maffers, you'd give us leave to play 
Quickly before the King come, for we wou'd 

Be glad to fay y’ave done a little good 

Since you have fate, your Play is almoft done, 

As well as onrs, wouldit had ne’er begun 3 

For we fhall fee e’re che laft A& be {pent, 

Enter the King, Exeunt the Parliament. 

And hey then up go we, who by the frown 

Of guilty Confciences have been kept down: 

So may you ftill remain, and fit and Vote; ( maote, 
And through your own beam fee your brothers 
Uneil a legal crial do fhew how 

You us’d the King and hey then up goe you: 

So pray your humble S/aves with all their powers, 
That they may have their due, and you have yours, 
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A Madrigall on Fuflice, alluding to the 


PARLUAMENT. 


| -YURRice is here made up of Might, 

| J Wich gwo left hands, but ne’rea right, : | 
And menthat are well-fighted, find mi | 
- This juftice fies with both eyes blind ¢ aa 
| Yet though the Matron cannot fee, 
She holds chat edg@’d Sword, Cruelty , 











Which chat ic may noc ruft, fhe whets 
In cutting off che I{lands Teats, 

Who long fince did Asathemize 

| Exglands too coo much feeing eyes, 
Becaufe chey have been found to be 
Guiley of Wit and Piety : 

| All'chis and more they rudely vent, 
| By Privilege of Parliament, | ! 

















All former Laws fall head-long down, 
Andarethemfelves now lawlets grown; | 
Equity hath been lately try’d, | | 
And Right it (elf been rectit’d 5 
The rules that fhew a Chriftianhow 
To live, muft all be ruled now; 
The | effon here to learn, is brought, + Hi 
And Erhicks better manners taught 5 i 
_ Religicn, and che Churches wealth, 
| Of lace deprived of cheir health, 
| Were brought co ch’ Houte, chare 
Cured of their Integrity 

We found a feam for this great rent, bt 

By Privilege of !arlament, a. |, 
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Moft men do now the Buttocks lick 
Oftheir great body Politi ck 
For not the head, but breech, is it 
By which the Kingdom now doth fit ; 
The world is chang’d »4nd we have Choyces, 
Not by moft Reafons, bue moft Voyces, 
The Lion’s trod on by the Moufe, 
The lower is the upper Houfe: 
As once from Chaos order came 
So do their orders Chaos frame, 
And fmoothly work the Lands delufion, 
By a Methodical Confufion; 
Thefe are the things that lately went 
By Privilege of Parliament. 


They would not havethe kingdom fall 
By an Ignoble Funeral ; 
But pioufly prefer the Nation 
Toa renowned Decollation, 
The feet, and lower parts, cis fed, 
Would trample on, and off the head, 
What ere they fay, chisis the ching, 
They love the Charles, but hatethe King 
o make an even Grove, one ftroke 
Should life che Shrubb unto the Oake 3 
Anew-found mufick tney would make, 
A Gamut, but no bla take. 
This is che pious good intent 
Of Privilege of Parliament. 


In all humilitie they crave 
Their Soveraign, tobe cheir Slaves 
Defiring him, thathe wouldbe 
Betray’d to them moft loyal! y: 
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For. i¢ were Meekneffe {ure in him 
To bea Vice- Roy unto Pym; 
And ifhe would a while lay down 
His Scepter, Majeitie, and Crown, 
He fhould be made for time to come 
The greateft Prince in Chriftendom. 
Charles at this time not having need, 
Thank’d them as much as ifhe did. 
This is the happy wifh’d event 
Of Privilege of Parliament. © 


Pym, that ador’d Pablicola, 
Who play’d the bafe ——~ 
Who gota Luft to facrifice 
The Herog tothe Peoples Eyes, ; 
Whole back-from-Hell-feech’d-knavert€ 
By fome is nick-nam’d policie, 
Would bea Lyon with a pox, 
When at the beft hee’s buta Fox; 
And juft like him chat fet on fire 
The hallowed Ephefian Spire, 
Hath purchas’d co be largely known, 
In that he is an Addage grown : 
All this to honeft: Fobn is lent, 
By Privilege of Parliament, 


i The Valiant Houfe was not afeard, 


To pull our Aaron by the Beard ; 
To hide dark deeds from Gazers fights; 


Scrove to blow out theChurches Lights, __ 
That (quares might run round as their neads 


They long to have the Rochet {ped : 
They Vote down Univerfities, 
Left men from thence become too wife, 


D3 
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And their benighted deeds difplay, 

Whole works SPdacknete hace. the day; 

Hence they prefer inevery. Town, 

The Petticoat before the Gown; 
Thele bleflings to the Land-are. fenc 
By Privil caf of Parliament... - 


They put fore Or ‘ders, Declax atone 
Una&ted Laws, and Proteftationsy, 
O: which all can be (aid, is this, 
The whole is one Parenthefis, 
Becaufe the fence ( without. all,doubt) 
Were ne’re the leffe, were all left out. 
Petitions none muft be.prefented, | 
But what are by themfelves invented, i 
Elfe they not heal, bue Cicatmze, 
And from the cure a Scar doth rife, - : 
Though Hol y Cut, the faule commit , 
Yet | ong-tail muft be paid forit 5 

Unto this wound was laida-Lent, 

By Privilege of Parliament 


They paid the Scottifp debt, and thus , 

To be more honeft, they rob*dvuss 

They feed the poor, with what,think ye, 
Why fure with large pare 

And once a month ew chink it fitting 

To fat from fin, becaufe from fitting, 

They would have winde and ftorms ‘tuppret 
To drive the Hallcyon from her Neft : 

¢ harles is a Picture, they make bold 

T ‘o ufe the Scepter he fhould hold: 

Toey'd pull down one, but give as good 

A Golden Crown, made uP of Wood, 

And 
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And thus is Juftice juftly rent, , 
By Privilege of Parliament. 
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Hoe Yes, 
F there be any Traytor, Viper, or Wigeon, 
Thac will fight againft God for the crue Religi- 
That to maintain the Parliaments Votes, » -(on, 
Ofall crue Subjects will cuc the throats, 
That for the King and his Countries good, 
Will confume all the Land with Fire and Blood. 
[ fay, 
Ifany fuch Traycor, Viper, Mutineer, be born, 
Lec him repair to che Lord with the-double gilt 
( Horn. 





Englands Woe. 


“W Mean to fpeak of Englands fad fate, 
Tovhelp in-mean time the King, and his Mate, 
That’s ruled byan Antipodian Scate; 
Which no body can deny- 


But had thefe (editions times been when 
We had the life of wife Poet Ben, 
Farfons had never been Parliament men, 
Which no body can deny. 


D4 Had 
D 4, 
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Had Statefmen read the Bible throughoue, 
And sot gone by the Bible fo round about, 
‘They would have ruled themfelves without doubt, - 

rent: Wich no body can deny, 


out Puritans now bear all the {way, 

‘They'll have no Bifhops as moft men fay, 

Buc God fend chem better another day, 

ss Which wo body candeny. 





Zealous P has threatned a great downfull, 


‘To cut offlong locks chat is bufhy and mall, 
But I hope he will not take ears and all, 
Which no body can deny, 


P--am—m—- Burton, {ayes women that’s lewd and loofe, 
Shall wear no ftallion locks for a bufh, | 


‘They’il only have private boyes for their ule, 
Balt Which no body can deny. 


They'll not allow what pride it brings, _ 
Nor favours in hats, nor no fuch things, 
‘They'll convert all ribbands co Bible ftrings, 

| Which no body can deny. 


God bleffe our King and Parliament, 

And fend he may make fiich K-——— repent, 
Vhac breed our Land fiuch difcontent, 

PM A Bh Which no body can deny. 


And bleffe our Queen and Prince alfo, 
And all true Subjeéts both high and low,’ 
he Brownings can pray for themfelves you know, 
YANG aay Which 2 body can deny. 
* : Upon 
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| Upon Ambition. 


Occafioned by the Accufation of the. Earl of i 
STRAFFORD, in the year 1640. i 











Ow uncertain isthe State i 

Of that greatnefle we adore, "| 

When Ambitioufly we fore, Mh 

And have ta’en the glorious height, I 

’Tis but Ruine gilded o’re, i 

To enflaveus to our fate, | i 

Whote falfe Delight is eafier gor, then kept, 
Content ne'er on-its gaudy Pillow flepr. 





i 
Then how fondly do we try, i | 
Wich fuch fuperfticious care, 1 
To build Fabricks in the Ayr 2 vt 
Or feek fafety in that sky, itt 
Where no Stars but Meteors are, | 
That portend a ruine nigh? 
And having reacht the obje& of our ayme, 
We find it but a Pyramid of flame: 











The Argument. 


Hen the unfetter’d Subjeds of the Seas, 

: The Rivers, found their filver feet at eafe, 
No fooner fummon’d, but they {wiftly went 
To meet the Ocean, at a Parliament : 


Did 
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Did not the petty Fountains fay their King, 
The Osean, was no Ocean, but a Spring? 
As now fome do the Power of Kings difpute, 


And think it leffe, °caufe more is added to’e. 


Pale Zguorance, can the excefle of ftorée 

Make him (eem poorer then he was before? 

The Stars, the Heavens, inferiour Courtiers, may 
Govern Nights Darkneffe, but not rule the Day 5. 
Where the Sun Lords it, fhould they all Combine 
With Lvcia in her brighteft dreffe, to thine, 

Their light’s but faint ; Nor'can he be {ubdu’d, 
Alchough but one, and they a Multitude. 


Say Snbjeds, are you Stars? be it allow’d, 

You juftly of your numbers may be proud, 

But co the Sun inferiour; for know this, 

Your Light is borrow’d, not your Own, but His: 
And asall ftreams into the Ocean run, 

You ought to pay your Concributions$ 

Then donot fuch Ingraticuce oppreffe, : 
To make him low, that could have made you lefle 





a 


The Character of a Roundbead. 164.1. 


¥ 7 Hat Creature’s this with his fort hairs, 
VV His lictle band and huge long ears, 
That chis new faith hath founded, 
he Puritans were never fuch, 
The Sanicts themfelves, had ne’er fo much, 
Oh, fuch a knave’s a Rounded, 





b] 


What’s 
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What’s he that doth the Bifhops hate, 
And count their Calling reprobate, 
Caufe by the Pope propounded, 
And faies a zealous Cobler’s better, 
Then he that ftudieth every letrer, 
Oh, fuch a knave’s a Roundhead. 


What’s he that doth high Treafon fay, 
As often as his yea and nay, 
And wifh the King confounded, 


~ And dare maintain chat Mafter Pym, 


Is ficter for the Crown then him, 
Oh, fiich a rogue’s a Roundhead. 


What's he that ifhe chance to hear, 
A piece of Loxdon’s Common-Prayer, 
Doth think his Confcience wounded. 
\nd goes five, milesto preach.and pray, 
And lyes with’s Sifter by che way, 
Oh, fuch a rogu e’sa Roundhead. 


What’s he that-met a holy, Sifter, 

And inan Hay-cock gently kift her, 
Oh! chen his zeal abounded, 

Glofe underneath a fhady willow, 

Her Bibleferv'd her for her pillow, 

' And there they got a Roundhead. 
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4 Curtain Lecture, 
The Tune, Caanot keep ber Lips together, 


X J ILL you pleafe co hear a Song, 
Though it want both rime and reafon, 


It was pend to do no wrong, 

Buc for defcription at this feafon, 
Ofhe or the what ere they be, 

That with Church-orders quite confounded, 
Yet makes a thew; where ere they go, 

Of Fervent zeal [mean a Roundhead. 


Firft hee’l have a {moothing eongne, 
Next hee’l learn for to diffemble, 
And when he hears of willful! wrong, 
He'll figh and look ashe would tremble, | 
The next ofall then let him fall, 
To praife mens hearts in fecret bravery, 
A {peaking ftill againftall ill, 
That is che Cloak co hide their Knavery. 


Let Charity beufed much, 
In words at length and not in'a@tion, 
Ie is the Commonufe of fuch, 
Not to do, but give diveéticn, 
They'l be loath to {wear an Oath, 
By yea and nay, you may believe them, 
Buc for their gains, they will take paines, 
To cheat and ly, and never grieve them. 


#he Common-Prayer they like it not, 
For they are wife and can make better, 


And 
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| And fuch a Teacher they have got, ? HI 
|  Confutes it allin word and letters aM 
_ For hecan rayle mens hearts to quaile ii 

Wich deep damnation for heir finnning, i) 
But to amend they ne’re intend, 


And to tran(grefs they’re now beginning. 




















But here isa very worthy man, 
| _ That undertakes more than he is able, 
| That ina Tub fometimes wil] ftand, 
In Hey-barn, Sheep-houfe, or a Stable, 
That all the Rout chat comes about 
To hear his Do&trines, Szints he calls them, i 
| They vow and (wear they nere did hear ih 
Such worthy things as he hath told chem. | 





They will not hear of Wedding Rings 
| Forto be ufed in their Mariage, 
| Buc fay chey are Superfticious things, 
| _ And doth Religion much difpsrage, 
They are bue vain, and things prophane, 
Wherefore now no Wit be-fpeaks chem 
So to be ty’d unto the Bride, 
_ But doit as che Spirit moves them. 








_No Pater- Noffer nor no Creed 
|  Incheir Petitions never mention, 
| Andhold there’s nothing good indeed 
Bute what is done by cheir pretenticn, Wil 
Prayers that are old in vain they hold, i 
And can with God no favour merit, Hi) 
Therefore they will nothing fay, 
But as they are moved by the Spirie. 
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The wifeft Schools they count but Fools, 
Which do no more than they have taught 
For Brownifts they can preach and pray, (them 
With Wits their Fathers never bought them; 
Then I perceive that wit they have 
They gather ic by Infpiration, 
No Books they need to learn to read, 
Ifall be true of their relation. 


Only the Horn-book J would have 
Them praétice at their beginning, 
That you the better may perceive : 
The Fruits that comes by flefhly fining. 
Nevertheleffe I would exprefs 
All other Books chat now are ufed, 
Leaft chat che Ghoft chat leads you moft 
By too much Art to be abufed. 


Their Hair clofe to their Heads they crop 
And yet not onlyfor the fafhion, 
But that che Fare it fhould not {top 
Erom hearing of fome rare Relation ; 
Therefore his Fares he will prepare 
To hearken to an Holy brother. 
That in regard he may be heard 
From one fide of che Barne toth’ other. 


They count their Fathers were but Fools, 
Which formerly became {uch Debters, 
To {pend their Means uponthe Schools, 
Toteach their Sons afew fond Letters, 
The Chrift Croffe-row’s enough to know, 
For ’tis che Horn that muft exale “em, 
Their Gen’ral Vows his Ancier’d Brows 
Shall gore the Proudeft dare aflaule’ems = At 


BD cee SP osm Gorsened 
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Ac the laft when they muft part, 
Maleand Female go together 


| Joynd inhand, and joymd inheart, | 


And joyn’d a liccle for their. plealure. 


_ Firft for a Kiffe chey willagree, 








And what comes next you may conjecture, 
So that the Wicked do nottee, 
And fo break upthe Roundbeads Lecture. 


a 


A Mad World My Mafters. 


FE have a King and yet no King, 
For he hath loft his Power, 
For ’gainft his Will his Subjects are 
Imprifon’d in che Tower. 


We had fome Laws(but now no Laws) 
By which he held his Crown, 

And wehad Eftacesand Liberties 
But now they they’re voted down. 


We had Religion; but-of late 
That’s beaten down with Clubs, 

Whilft chac Prophaneffe Authoriz’d 
1s belched forth in Tubs. 


We were free Subje&ts born, but now 
We are by force made Slaves, 

By fome whom we did count cur Friends, 

Fut in the end prowd Knaves. 
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And now to fuch a grievous height 
Are our Misfortunes grown, 
That onr Eftates are took away 
By tricks before ne’re known. 


a 


For there are Agents fent abroad 
Moft humbly for tocrave | 
Our Almes: bue if they are deny’d, 

And of us nothing have. 


Then by a Vote ex tempore 
Weare to Priion fent, 

Mark'd with the Name of Exemy 
Of King and Parliament. 


And during our Imprifonment, 
Their lawlefs Bulls do chunder 
A Licence to their Souldiers 
Our Houfes for to plunder. 


And iftheir Hounds do chance to {mell 
Aman whofe Fortunes are 

Of (ome Account, whofe Purfe is full, 
Whieh now is fomewhat rare, 


A Monfter now Delinquent term'd, 
He is declar’d to be, 

And that his Lands as well as Goods 
Sequeftred ought to be. 


And as ifour Prifons were too good, 
 Heis to Yarmouth fent 
By vertne of a Warrant from 
The King and Parliament. 
| Thus 
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Thus is our Royal Soveraigns name 
find eke his Power infus’d, | 
And by che vertue of the fame | | 
He and all His abus’d. : \ 


For by this Means his Cafiles now || 
Are inthe power ofthofe || 

Who treacheroufly with Might and Maine it 
Do ftrive him to depofe. } 





Arife therefore brave Britifh men, 
Fight for your King and State, . 

Againft chofe Tr ayterous men that ftrive nve 
This Realm‘co Ruinate. 


SS 


Tis Pym, ‘tis Pym, and his Colleagues, 

_ That did our woe engender, 

Nought but their Lives can end our Woes, 
And us in fafety render. 


———— 





SSS SS 


The Riddle. 
( time, 

-Hall’s have a Game at Puc, to pafs away the 

X-pect no foul-play;though I do play theKnave 
I- have a Kingat hand, yea chat I have: 
C- Cards be ye true, thenthe Game is mine, 
R-ejoyce my Heart , to fee thee then repine. 
A- that’s loft, that’s Cuckolds luck. 
T-rey comes ‘like Quacer, to pull down the Buck. 
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An Anfwer to a Love- Elegy ( written from 
I, P, one of the Five Members, to his 
Delightfull Friend ) in Latin. 


} Hat Latin Sir ? why there is no man 
That e’re thought you an Exglifh-Roman: 

Your Facher Horfe could teach you none, 
Nor was it e’re your Mother tongue, 
Your Education too affures 

Me, that your Poem isnot yours:: 

Befides, | thought you did deteft 

The Language of the Latin Beast, 

But now your Impudence I fee 

Did hereby. fhew its Modefty; 

Each fyllable would blufh you thought, 

If ic had bin plain Englifh caught, 

And chat your foul debauched ftuff 

Might do its Errand faft enough, 

Forfooth your Wifedom thought it meet 
That Words might runto give’em feet, 
Pardon me, Sir , ’'me none of thofe 
Thaclove Leve-verfe, give me your Profe, 
1 wifh each Verfe to make delay, 

Had tura’d lame Scazon by the way, 

Tread a Hell inevery line 
Of your Polluted Fefcennines 
Your Verfes ftunk; to keep ’em fiveet 
You fhould have put Socks on their Feete 
And that the Anfwer which I fhall 
Now write, may be Methodicall, 
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Vle briefly make (cis not amifs ) 
An Anacephalaofis. 
And firft Llook’d for Neftor; when 
Mere Cupid tricki’d from your Pen, 
Who was your Father, you make proof 
By your Cole’s cooth, chough not your hoof, ik 
She chat was great with you, you hold i 
Did not lye in, but was with fole’d. 
1 wonder one fo old, fo grave | Hf 
Should yet fuch Youth, fuch Lightneffe have3 i 
Of che Five Members you alone i} 
Shall be efteem’d the Privy One, | 
Who ( like the Guojticks ) preach your Texts 
Increafe and Multiply, and nexe | Mi) 
Convincing Doftrines you deduce, | 
Puc out che Lights, and make Ue. 
You fay lama Maid exceeding 
Apt to be taught by you good breeding, We 
Buc where there’s breeding, it is faid Hi 
There's noné, unleffe a broken Maid 
Turn Papift, (Stallion) they’le difpencé 
Wich Whoredom, by an Indulgence, 
Turn Fryer, that chou mayft be free 
Ac once with 2 whole Nunnery, 
There *cwill be vertue to ride on 
The Purple Whore of Babylon. aN 
Tiou mayft as fosn turn Tark, as Kings aM 
And that, Othat’s the tempcing ching ] 
That chou mayft gluc chy Appetite ili 
With a Seraglio of Delight. 
Tam no Proferpine, hac thus 
I fhould defire anIucubu: 
But you muft vote ( ifMe you'le win ) 
No Fornication to fy Sin, at 

k 2 You 


































































In Goal for fear of Popery. 
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You fay the Houfe takes it noc well 

The King 'gaintt Rebells fhouid Rebells 

And that’s the reafon why you ftand 

Zo be Di&ator of the Land, 

Which mov'’d meto a mighty toyle 

Of getting Vardygreafe and Oyle. 

*Caufe fuch Itch. Med’cine is a ching 

That’s facteft to anoint you King. 

‘You fay ycul’d undertake and do 

Wonders, would [undergo you, 

For my fake you would Cobler play, 

Your Trade fhould-be to underlay, 

For Me you’d your chiefeft blood, 

Pray {pend it on the Sifterhood, 

You with co dye in thofe great Fights : 
OfVenus, where each Wound delights, ; 
And fhould } once toHeaven take wing, 

Youl'd follow me, though ina ftring; 





_ Thank you ( good Sir ) icis our Will 


You your laft Promife doe fulfill; 

There’s nothing (poke that pleafeth us 
Like your ( In funes Cedulus ) 

Next come thofe idle Twittle-ewats, 
Which calls me many God-knows-wh ats. 
As hallowed, beautifull, and faire, ’ 
Supple and kind, and Pebonaire. 

You talk of Women that did wooe, 
When I am mad Viedo totoo; 

Then that_my Father may not fpye 

Tie coupling of you and J, 

He thal] be guilelefly dere&ted, 

As a true Subject ill-affeGed, 

And fo the Proteftant thal] lve 
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(From hence it is thac every Town, 

- Almoft is now a Prifon grown, 

Where Loyalcy Sites fetter’d, chen 

You do commit more fins then men.) 

But thofe your words }have chought bef, 
Should punifhe be by being preft; 

And that this Body Politick 

May then be weil, which now lyes fick, 
May the Greek 1, that fatal Tree, 
This Spring bearall fuch fruit as chee. 











The Penitent Traytor. 
The Fumble Petition of a Devanfhire 


Gentleman who was Condemned for 
TREASON, and Executed 
for the fame, An. 164.1. 


Tothe Tune of Fortane my Foe, crc. 


"A. Ttead good Chriftian People to my ftory, 
Aa fadder yet was never brought before ye; 
Let each man learn here like a good Ditciple, 

To fhun foul Treafon, and che tree that’s Triple: 


Long time I liv’d in the Country next to Cornwall, 
And there my Children were both breed and born 
Great was my Credit,as my debts did {peak, (all, 
And now Fle thew you why my neck muft break. 
je There 
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There being a Parliament called in September, 

J was for th? Commons an Ele&ed Member, (‘dred 
And though there were befides above four hun- 
Yee J ac laft was-for the fifth part numbred. 


For firft, [ joyn’d wich fome whom Piety (be; 
Made Knaves, left fick their Fathers prov’d fhoutd 
Their Ignorance to fin enjoyned. many Voyces,”  ° 
Which made bad Speeches, but Excellent Nayfes. 


Thus by my fa&tion the whole Houfe was fway’d, 

All forts of people flockt come for Ayd; (gar, 
They brought me Gold and Plate in Huggar Mug- 
Befides eight hundred pounds Worth in Loaf-fugar, 


What e’re the Grievance was, I did: advife 

They fhould Petitions bring in Humble wife, 
Waich I did frame my felf, 8 thus:did:rook them, 
They paid me when | gave, and when] tock them. 


By this I gained, ahd by the Money-Pole, 

Which paid my debts, 10000 pounds ith whole, 
My Childrens Portions too, with much content, — 
I paid in Seate, by A&s of Parliament. 


Tins chongh I make all Jefuits fly the Nation, | 
My felf did praétife much Equivocation, 
For oft | Vow’d the Common-wealth as honey 
Was {weet to me, buc J, by wealth, meant money. 


‘And left my Plots thould after be unmasked, 
And how ] got fuch Wealth, chance to be asked, 
Scat aout how | might gain fuch power, 
As'mignt from Juftice fafely me fecure, 


Then 
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Then firft Llabour'’d to diveft the Crown, 

Of all Prerogatives, and bring them down; — 

Firft, co both Houfes, and thea but one fhould 
have them, . (them 

Five Members next, and laff my felf would have 


Becaufe I knew the State would not admic 
Such Change, unleffe the Church did Ufher it; 
I left che old Religion for advantage, 
Endeavouring to fet up one that did want age. 


Which when all Learned Levites did wichftand, 
(Regarding Gods Word more thenmy command) 
I (uch fuppreft, and made ( for which I woeam ) 
The bafeft people Priefts, like Feroboam. 


Then each profeflion fent out Teachers, moe 

Then both the Univerfities could doe, 

To handle a ext the Good-wifes fingers itches, 

And vows fhe’ll preach with her Husband for the 
1¢ ARS _ (Breeches. 


By this new Godly lives but few did gain, 

The reft for want of Trading they complain, 
[told them °*twas a wicked Counfellors plot, 
And till his head went off, their wares would not: 


This Great mans guile was Loyalty and Wifdom, 
Which made me caft about to work his Doom 3 
The Swordof Juftice was too fhort to do’e, 

2000. Clubs muft cherefore jerk 1c out. 


tHe being knocke down, fome others for the like 
Were (ent to Prifon, fome efcapt in time; (Crimes 
pehaar gs oy ' Thus 
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Thus Law and Equity in awe was ke 


pt here, (ter, 
And Clubs were taught how to cont 


rou! the Scep- 
We took from th’ Upper-houfe Votes five times 
| | eat five, 
C5 
make, ° ’ ( take. 
our felves would 


Then we petition’d that the Forts a 
And all the ftrength o’th Kin 
And thus'tofave the King fro 
As if he had better Fal 


And they aym’dall the Kings Voyce Negativ 
Which to effe& we did'an Order 
That what’ he would not Live, 


> 


nd Towers, 

§dom might be ours, 
m Soveraign dangers, 
I by Us than Strangers, 


Whilft he denyes they Le 


. gally are ftay’d on 
Byaiawealid, kefilv'd upon the Queftion, 
But ftifi his Chief ftréngch was above our Arts, 


His righteous Cauife, and loyal Subjects heares. 


Being Arm’d with thefe, by Heaven he was fo bleft, 
That hé {oon honou: Got, and all the reft, ; 
Bringing all {uch co punifhment endignant, 

As were of my Contrived Part, Malignane, ¥3 


O Tyburn, Tyburns O thou fad Fryangle, 

A vyler weight on thee nee’s yee did dangle, 
Seehe:elam aclaft wich Hemp to mew, 

To give thee what was long before thy due, 


How could I ble& thee, could’ft thee take away 
My Life and Infamy bech in one taf, SATE Ra es 
Sut this in Ballads will furvive know, 

ching tune, Fortune my Foe. 


Re hoe 


Sung to that prea 


= . 
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Then mark good Chriftian people, and take heed, 
Le not Religion for an upper weed, 

Serve God fincerely, touch not his Anointed, 
And then your Necks fhall never be disjoynted, 


God blefs che King, the Queen, and all the Chil- 
| vent | (dren, 
( And pardon me all, that] °gainft chem have ill 
(done ) 
May one of that brave Race ftill rule this Nation, 
And now! pray you fing the Lamentation. 





The Paffage of a Coach travelling to 
Dover. ; 


-TW"He Foundation of the Coach , a Guilty Con- 

fetence. : 

The Axeltree, Ambition and Cruelty. 

The Wheels , Fears and Fealonfies. 

The Reins, too much liberty and licentiou[nefs. 

The fix Horfes , five Members and K eoawee 

The Poftillion, Captain Venne. 

The Coach-man, Ifaac Pennington Lord Maior: 

In the two ends of the Coach fate Effex and 
B—-—- In the Boots fate Seyand Seal, and the 
filent Speaker. On the hinder part of the Coach 
Was written this Anagram. 


‘Robert Devereux General. 
Never duller Oxe greater Rebel. 


After 
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After thé Coach follows Straffords Ghoft; ery- 
ing, Drive on, dtive ony Reveriges revenge. 3 

As this Coach was going through the City ic 
was ftaid by a Gourt of Guard, who cry'd, Where's 
our Mony ? where's our Plate? the Speaker faid, 
Ye have the Publick Faith fort. Whereupon they 
paffed towards Gravefend , where they ftayed at 
the Sign of thé Hope, where was thé Earl of War- 
wick, with a Ship called the Carry-Knave. 





The Five Members Thanks to the 


Parliament. 


Ow tend your ear a while 
& Toa tale that I fhall tell, 
Of a lufty lively Parliament 
That goes on pafling well. 


Which makes our Gratious King, a King : 
Of fo much:worth and glory, me 
His like is not tobe feenor foutid 


In any Humane Story. 


Win him who knows how many Crowns, 
With lofle.oftwo or three; 

Within fo fhort a time'as this,’ 
As Wonder istofee, 


The Country eas’d, the-Gity. pleas'd, 
O what a World is this / 
When upright men did ftand at Helme, 
How can we failor mifs? And 
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And yet beyond all this, the King 
~ Doth in abundance fwim, 
Gramercy K and Stroud {ay I, 
| Haflerigge, H—— Hampden, Pym. 





_ And whenas our Church Government i) 
| Was falleninto Diforders, i 
_ As that upon Groffe Popery hi 
| Ic feemed fomewhat to border. 








| So fweet a Courfe is taken now, 
As no man need to fears 

| For Bifhops learn’d, and Learned men mM 
Have nothing to dohere: | 


But every orie fhall teach and preach, 
As beft befeems his Senfe « 

_ And fo we'll banifh Popery, 

And fend it packing hence: 


Now for that happy Church amd State, 
Dreft up fo fine and trym : 

Gramercy Ke——= and Stroud fay, ii 
Haflevigg, H——~ Hampden, Pym. aa 





For Arbitrary Government, nt can 
Star-Chamber, High Commiflion, Hi) 

They will themfelves do all that Work, il 
By their good Kings permiflion. 


Ifany elfe prefumeto do’t, i 
They weigh ft not a ftraw : | 

They'll club fuch fawcy Fellows down, 

As Beaftsdebarr’dofLaw. 
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And letno Wights henceforth prefume te | 
To hold ic Rime or Reafon; 
That Judges fhali determine what 
Is Felony or Treafon ; 

















But what the Worthies fay is fo, 
Is Treafon to award, 

Wit: Albeit in Councel only {poke, 
Wh And at the Councel-board, 








He! Ple thew you yet another thing, 

Wie) Which you'll rejoyce co fee, 

iy The Prince and People know that thefe 
Hy Men cannot Traytors be. | 


Then let our King, our Church and State 
Acknowledgeasisdue, =~ 
The Benefits they do receive 
From this right Divine crue. 


And for this Sea of Libere 











y 
Wherein we yet do (wim, 
I Gramercy K and Stroud fay I, , 
i Haflerigg, H——__ Hampden, Pym. | 
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Upow the Parliament Fart. 


| F\ Own came Grave Antient Sir Joba Crookes 

[ Dan read his Mefluage in a Book; 

| Very well quoth Will. Norris, 1t 1s 0, I 

Buc Mr. Pym’s Tayle cry’d No. le 

| Fye quoth Alderman Atkins 1 like noe this paflage, i, 

| To have a Fart incer voluntary inthe midft ofa iM 

| Then upftarts one fuller of Devotion _ (Meflage: | 

| Than Eloquence, and faid, a very ill Motion, | 

Not fo neither quoth Sir Henry Fenking, Hi 

| The Motion was gocd but for the ftinking. iH) 

Quoth Sir Henry Poole twas anaudacious erick | 

To fart in the face of the Body Policick, i 

Sir Jerome in Folio {wore by the Mafs | i 

| This Fare was enough to have blown a Glaf, : \ 

| Quoth then Sir Ferome che Leffer, fuch an Abufe wh, 

| Was never offer’d in Poland nor Pruce. MI |, 

-Quoth Sir Richard Houghton, a Juftice ch Qaorunsa ht 

Would cak’c infnuffco have a Fart let before him. 

If ic would bearan AGion quoth Sir Thomas Hole= | 

| Ywould make of chis Fart a Bole ora Shaft. (craft 

‘Then qd.Sir John Moor co his great Commendation 

J will {peak to chis Honfe in my wonted fafhion. 

_ Now furely fayes he, For as much as, How be it, 

This Fart co the Serjeant we muft commit. 

No guoth the Serjeant, Jow bending his Knees, 

Fares oft will break Prifons, but never pay Fees. 

_ Befides, this Motion’ with {mall reafon ftands, 
To charge me with that | can’c keep in my hands. 
Quoth Sir Walter Cope twas fo readily let, 

I would it were {weet enough for my Cabinet. 

Way 
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68  RumpSongs.  Partl. 
Why then Sir Walter(quoth Sir William Fleetwood) | 
Speak no more of it, but bury it with Sweetwood; 
Grave Senate, quoth Duncombe,upon my falvation, | 
ThisFare ftands in need of {ome greatReformation; | 
Quoth Mr. Cartwright, upon my Confcience | 
Ic would be reformed with aliccle Frankencenfes | 
Quoth Sir Roger Afton ic would much mend che 

(matters | 
Ifchis Fart were fhaven, and wafht in Rofewater; | 
Per verbum Principis, how dare I tel) it, 
A Fart by hear-fay, and not fee it, nor fmell it. 
Iam glad qd. Sav: Lewkunor we have found a thing, | 
That no Tale-bearer can carry it che King, | 
Such a Fart as this was never feen 
Quoth the learned Couneil of the Queen, 
Yes quoth Sir Hugh Brefton the like hath been 
Let ina dance before the Queen, 
Then faid Mr: Peak I havea Prefident in ftore 
His Father Farted laft Seffions before, 
A Bill muft be drawn then, quoth Sir Joba Bennet, 
Or a fele&ed Committee quickly co pen it, 
Why quoth Dr. Crompton no man can draw 
This Fare within Compafs ofthe Civil-Law, 
Quoth Mr. Fones by the Law’t may be done 
Being a Fart intayld from Wather to Sonne, 
In truth quoth Mr. Brooke, this Speech was no lye 
This Fart was one of your Poft-Natz : 
Quoth Sir Millian Paddyadare-afluram (ram, 
Though twere contra modeftum: "tis not preter natu= 
Befides by che Aphori(mes of my art 





Had henot been deliver'd, h’ad been fick of a Fart; | 
Then gquoth the Recorder, the mouth of the | 
| C City; | 
To have fmocher’d that Fart had béen great pity, | 

Ie) 
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ie is much certain quoth Sir Humphrey Bentwizle, 
‘That a Round-fart 1s better chena ftinking fiezle: 
Have patience Gentlemen, quath Sir Francis Bacon 
-There’s none of us all but may be miftaken 5 

Why right, quoth the great Attorney I confeffe, 
The Eccho of ones —— is remedileffe. 















The old Barle of Briftol’s Verfes on an 


Accommodation. 


1a Parlisment cryes Arme, the King fayes No ; 
EL The New Lieutenants cry Gome on,let’s 295 
The Citizens and Roundbeads cryes So, {65 
The People all amaz’d cryes Where*s the Foe; 
The Scots chat ftand behind the Doer cryes Boe, 
Peace, Stay awhile, and you fhall know: 
‘The King flands ftill faiter chan they can go- 
Vf chat che King by force of Armes prevail, 
He is invited to a Tyranny 5 
Ifchac by power of Parliament he fail, 
| We heap continual Warreon our Pofterity:: 
‘Then he that is not for Accommodation, 
Loves neither God, nor Church, nor King, nor Na- 
C Hon. 
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The Rump’s Elypocticy 


(ceafe, 
WwW: fafted firft, then pray’d chat War mighc — 
When Praying would not ferve,we paid for | 
| (Peace; | 
And glad wehad tt fo, and gave God thanks, | 
Which made the Irijh play the Scotifh Pranks. 
Is thereno God ? let’s put it to a Vote; 
Is thereno Church ? fome Fools fay fo by rote; 
Js there no King, bue Pym, for to affent 
What {hall be done by A& of Parliament ? 
No God, no Church, no King, then all were well, 
Ifthey could bue Ena& there wereno Hell. 


a= 2S SE eee 


The Parliaments Edymnes. 


Lord preferve the Parliament, 
O And fend them long co reign, 
From three years end; to three years end, 
And fo tothree again. 


Let neither King nor Bifhops, Lord, 
Whilft they hall be alive, 

Have power to rebuke thy Saints, 
Nor hurt the Members five. 


For they be good and godly men, 
No finfull pach they cread; 
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Part. Ramp Songs. 
They now are putting Bifhops down, 
And fecting up Round-head. 


From Holdfworth, Bromrigge, and old Shute, 
Thofe able learned Scholars, 

Good Lord deliver us with (peed, 
Andall our zealous Followers. 


From Fielding and from Vavafour 
Both ill affe&red men; 
From Lunsford eke deliver us, 
That eateth up Children. : 


Thy holy Burton, Baffwick, —s—- 
Lord keep them in thy Bofome; 

Eke him chac hath kept out che King, 
Worthipfull Sir Jobx Hotham, : 


Put down the King and Hartford, Lord, 
And keep them down for aye; 

Thy chofen Pym {ec up on high, 
And eke the good Lord Say. 


For Warwick wee befeech thee Lord, 
Be chou his ftrong defence, 





Holland, Brooks, and S fhield, ) ~ 
And eke his Oxcellence. 
For B == and K to 





That are both wiie and ftouc, 
Who have rebuk’d che King of late, 
And his ungodly Rout. 


Once more we pray for Parliament, 
That they may fit fecure, : 





~ And 





















































































66 Rump Songs. Part. 
And may their Confuleations, | 
From Age to Ageendure. 


Let all the Godly fay Amen, 
And let them Praifes fing |. 

To God ‘and to the Parliament, 
And all that hate the King. 


seanetiabadeninaiemeeeetememee aneematanmeemaes os aaaeeieeneemememeneee same ee 


T he Round-heads Race. 


Will not fay for the Worlds ftore, 
The World’s now drunk; ( for didl) 
The Faé&ion which now reigns would roare, 
Buc I will {wear cis giddy. 


And all are prone to this fame Fir, 
That it their Obje& make, 

For every thing runs Round init, 
And no form elfe will take. 


To the Round-Nofe Peculiar is 
The Ruby and the Rofe; 

The Round-lip gets away the Kiffe, 
And that by Favour goes. 


The Round-beard for Talke of State, 
Carry ic at the Club; 

The Round-Robin by a like fate 
Is Viktor in the Tubb. 


Hanworths Round-block {peak polliey, 
The Round-hofe Riches draw. 
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The Round-heads for the Gofpell bee 
The Round Copes for the Law. 


Tom his Round Garbe fo rules all o’re, 


The pox take him for mee 
That ere lookes for {quare dealing more, 
And hears an health to thee. 


o 








On the Queens Departure. . 


Ge wrong’d Charls his friends,what can you 
T 


hus Mantled Ina ftupid Lechargie, _ (te 

When all che world’s in Arms? and can there be 
Armies of Fears abroad and none with thee ? 
Breath out your fouls in fighs, mele intotears, 
And Jet your griefs be equal to your fears; 
The Spheres are alla jarring, and their jarres 
Seems counter-like co Calculate the Scarres; 
The Inferior Orbes afpire, and do difdain 

To move at all,unleffe they may atcain 

The higheft Room, our Occedentall Sunne 
Eclips’d by Searres, forfakes his Horizon, 
Bright Cintbia too ( they fay ) hach hid her face 
As’twere !mpatient ofher So/’s dilgrace; 

And our fears tell us, that unleffe the Sunne 
Lend us his beams again, the World will rua 
Into another Chzos, where will be 

Noughe but che curfed Fruits of Anarchie ; 
Sedition, Murder, Rapine,and what’s worfe 
None to{mplore for Aid; Oa,here’s the Curfe, 
But ftay ye Starres, what wili ye wifh co bee? 
More Sunns then one will prove a Prodigie : 
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To afright the Amazed World, will ye be-nighe 
That glorious Lamp, that Fountain of all lighe, 
Will none but Sol’s own Chaire, pleafe your defire? 
Take heed bold Stars you’le fet the world on fire. 





Pyms Anarchy, 


| Sk me no more, why there appears 
Dayly {uch troopes of Dragooners? 

Since it 1s requifite, you know; 

They rob cum privilegio. 


Ask me no more, why th’ Gaole confines 
Our Hierarchy of beft divines ? 

Since fome in Parliament agree 

Tis for the Subjects Liberty. 


Ask me no more, why from Blackwall 
Great tumults come into Whiteball ? 
Since it ’s allow'd, by free confent, 
The Priviledge of Parliament. 


Ask me not, why to London comes 

So many Mufquets, Pikes and Drums ? 
Alchough you fear they'll never ceafe ; 
’Tisto prote& the Kingdoms peace, 


Ask me no more, why little Finch 


From Parliament began to winch ? 


Since fuch as dare tohawkat Kings 


Can eafie clip a Finches wings. 
Ask 
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Ask me no more, why Strafford’s dead, 
And why they aim’d fo at his head? 
Faich, all che reafon | can give, 

Tis choughe he was too wife to live. 





Ask me no more, where’s all the Plate, 
Brought in at fuch an eafie rate? 

They will ic back to th’ Owners bring 
In cafe it fall not to the King. 


Ask me not why the Honfe delights 
Not in our two wife Kentith Knights ? 


There Counfell never was thought good, 


Becaufe it was not underftood. 


Ask me.no more, why Lefley goes 
To feize all rich menas his foes ? 
Whilft Couatry Farmers figh and fob, 
Yeomen may beg when Kings do rob. 


Ask me no more, by what ftrange fight 
Londons Lord Maior was madea Knight? 
Since there’sa ftrength, not very far, 
Hath as much power to make as mar. 


Ask me no more, why in this Age 
fing fo fharp without a Cage? 

My anfwer is, | need not fear 

Since England doth the burden bear. 


Ask me no more, for J grow dull, 

Why Hotham kept the Town of Hull? 
‘This anfwer J in brief do fing, 

All chings were thus when Pym was K——= 
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To my Lord B, of S. he being at York. 


' My Lord, « i 
X / Hen you were laft'at London *ewas our fear, 
yV Left che fame Rout which threatned Majefy, 
Mighe ftrike at you: ’tis but the fame Career 
To aime at Crowus, and at the Miter fly. 
For full the Scepter and the Crofier ftaffe 
Together fall, ‘caufe they're together fafe + 






Yet while the fence of Tumules deepeft grow, 
And preffe in #, no doubts in you arile ; 
Taere till dwelt calm and quiet in your Brow, 
As our Diftractions were your Exercife : 
And taught us, all affaults, all Is to beare, 
Is not co fly from Danger, but from Fear. 


That Courage waits you ftill, fome merely rode 
From Tumulets and the Peoples frantick Rage, 
Counting their fafety by their far abode, 
And fo grew fafer fti at thenext Stage: 
But "cis not {pace that fhelcers you, the reft 
Secure them(elves by Miles, you by your Breaft. 


And now my Lord, fince you have London lefe, 

Where Merchants wives dive cheap, & as cheap fup, 

Where Fools themfelves have of their Plate bereft, 

Aud figh and drink in the courfe Pewter cup: 

— Where’s not a Silver Spoon left, not that giv'n 
When the firft Cockney was made Christian. (than 
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No not a Bodkin, Pincafe, all they fend 

Or carry all, what ever they can happe on, 

Ev'n to the pretty Pick Tooth, whofe each end 

Oft purg’d the Relicks of coniznual Capon. 
Nothing muft fay behind, nothing muft tarry, 
No not the Ring by which dear Joan took Harry. 


But now no City-Villain, though he were 
Free of a Trade and-Treafon, dares intrude, 
- Nofawcy Prentifes affaule you there, 
Engag’d by their Jadenturesto be rade: 
Whom for the to firft years their Mafters ufe 
Onely co cry down Bifhops,and cleante Shooes. 


There as in filent Orbes you may ride on, 

And as in Charles his Wain move without jarres, 
Your Coach will feem your Conffellation, © 

“Not drawn about by Horfes, but by Stars. 

Till (eated near the Northern Pole, wee thence 
Judge your feat Sphear, you its Intelligence. 


ba 
é 


_—— 





An Elegie on the Moft Reverend Father in a 
God William , Lord Archbifhop of i 
CANTERBURY: 


Attached the 18. of December, £640. 
Beheaded the 10. of Januarys 164.4. 


Moft Reverend Martyr, 
Hou, fince thy chick Affiftions firft begun, 
Mak’it Disclefian?s dayes all Calme, and Sun, 
F 4 






And 
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And when thy Tragick Annals are compil’d, 
Old Perfecution fhall be Pity ftyl’d, = 
The Stake and faggot thall be Temp’rate names 
And Mercy wear the Charaéter of Flames: 
Men knew not then Thrift in the Martyrs breath, 
Nor weav’d their Lives into a four years Deathi;. 
Few antient Tyrants do our Stories Taxe, 
That flew firft by Delayes, then by the Axe, 
But chele( Tiberius like) alone do cry, 
‘Tisto be Keconcil?d to let Thee dy. 
Obferve. we then a while into what Maze,’ 


3 


Compaffe, and Czrcle they contrive Delayes, 


What Yarnes and wilde Perplexities they chute, 
Ere they can forge their Slander, and Accufe: 
The Sun hath now brought his warm Chariot 
And rode his Progrefs round the Zodiack , (back, 
When yet no Crime appears, when:none can tell, 
Where chy Guilt fleeps , nor when ’twill break che 


(fhell. 
Why ts His Shame defer’d? whats in’t that brings 


Your Fujtice back, (poyles Vengeance of her Wings? 


Hath Mercy feiz'd you? will you rageno more ? 
Ave Windes grown tame? have Seas forgot to roar ? 
No, a wilde fierceneffe hath your minds pofleft, 
Which time and fins mutt cherifh and dige(t ; 

You durft noe now lec His clear Bloed be fpilt, 
You were not yet grown up to fitch a guile 3 

You try if Age, if Sezventy years can Kill : 

Then y*have your Exds, and you are harmleffe ttill, 
But when this fail’d, you do your Paths enlarge, — 
Bie would not yet whole Innocence di(charge; 
Youll not be Devil All, you fain would prove 


‘Good at a Diffence, within fome Remove, 


Se Virtue 











—. 5 














PartI. ‘Ramp Songs. 73 


“¢ Virtue hath {weets which are good Mens due 
( gaine, 
“Which Vice could not Deferve, yet would 
( Retaine. 
This was the Canfe, why once it was your Care, 
That Storms and Tempeftsin your Sin might fhare, 
Yon did engage the Waves, and ftrongly ftood 
To make the Water guilty of his Blood, 
Boats are difpaccht in hafte, and cis his doome, 
Not to his Charge, but to his Shipwrack come; 
Fond men, your cruel Proje& cannot doe, 
Tempetts and ftorms muft learn to kill from you; 
When this comes fhort , he muft Walke Pilgrimage, 
No Coach nor Mule , that may fuftein his Age, 
Muft tracethe City (now a Defert rude ) 
And combate falvage Beafts the Multitude, 


Bue when his Guardian Innocence can fling, 


Awe round about, and fave him by that King, 
When the Fut caufe can fright,the Beats away, 
And make the Tyger cremble at her prey. 

When nether Waves dare feize him, nor the Roxit; 
The ftorm with Reafon, nor che ftorm without : 


_ Loft in their ftreights whenPlots have vanquifht bin, 


And Sin perplext hath no Reli:f, but Sin. 
Agents and Jnftruments now on you fall, 
You mnft be Fudges, People, Waves,and A/. 
Yet ’caufe che Rout will have’e perform’d by yor, 
And Jong to fee done what they dare not Doe. 
You put the Crime to ufe, it{wells your Heats 
Your Sin’s your own, nor are you Guilty cheap, 
You Husband All; there’s no Appearance loft, 
Nor comes he onceto ch’ Bar but et your cof; 
A conflant Rate well Taxt,:and Levyed right, 
Anda Juft value {et upon each fight. 
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Ac laft they find the Dayes by their own Purfe, 
Lefle known from biz than what they do disburfe: 
But when it now ftrikes high for him t’appear, 
And Chapmen fee the Bargain is grown dear; 
They Mufter bands, and their hot fuits enlarge, 
Not to perfue the Man, but fave the Charge; 
Then leaft you loofe their Cuftome, (a juft fear ) 
Selling your Sinnes and ochers Blood too dear. 
You grant their.Suits, the Manner, and the Time; 
And he muft Dye for whacno Law calls Crime. 
Th’ A flided Martyrs, when their pains began. 
Their Trajanhad,or Dioclefian. 
Their Tortures were fome Colours,and proceed; 
Though from no Guilt, yetcaufe chey difagreed ¢ 
What leaguz,what friendfhip’s there? They could not 
And fixthe Arkand Dagon in one Shrine. ( joyn, 
Faich, combats Faith; and how agree can they, 
‘hat {till go on, but fill a feveral way? 
eal, Martyrs Zeal, and Heat’gainft Heat con(pires. 
As Theban Brothers fight though in their Fires. 
Yer as two diffrent Stars unice their Beams, 
Aad Rivers mingles Waves and mix their Streams; 
And though they challenge each a feveral Name, 
_Confpire becaule their moyfture is the fame. 
So Parties knit, chough they be dzverfe known, 
The Men are many, but the Chrifizan, one. 
Trajen, no Trajan was to his own Heard, 
And Tygers arenot by the Tygers fear’d. (Power, 
What ftrange exceffethen? what’s chat menttruows 
When Flames do Flames, and Streams do Streams 
( devour ? 
Where the fume Faith’gainft the fame Faith doth 
( knock, 
And Shep are Wolvesto Sheep of the fame Flock? 
W here 
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Where Protestant the Proteftant defies, 
Where both Affent, yet one for Diffent dyes? (Wade, 
Let thefe that doubt this , through his Actions 
Where fome muft needs Convince, All may per- 
( fwade. 
Was he Apoftate, who your Champion ftood, 
Bath’d in his Inke before, as now in Blood ? 
He that unwinds che fubtle Fefuite, 
That Feels the Serpests Teeth , atid is not bit ? 
Unites the Snake finds each Myfterious knot , 
And turns the Poyfon into Antidot. 
Doth Nicety with Nicety undoe ? 
And makes the Labyrinth the Labyrinth’s clew ? 
That fleight by fleiybt fubdues, and clearly proves, 
Truth hath her Serpents too, as well as Doves. 
Now, you that blaft his Znnocence, Survey, 
And view the Triumph of this Gloricus day; 
Could you( ifthat might be ) if you fhould come 
To feal God’s caufe with your own Murtyrdom, 
(Could all the blood whofe Tydes move in their 
( veins, 
Which then perhaps were Blood, but now in ftains) 
( Yield it thac Force and ftrength , which it hath 
took 
Should we except his Bloud ) from this his Bock , 
Your Flame or Axe would leffe evince to Men, 
Your Blockand Stake would prop lefle than his Peas 
Ishe Apostate, whom the Baites of Kome 
Cannot feduce, though all her Glories come ? 
Whom all her fpecious Honours cannot hold, 
Who hates the fnare although the Hook be Gold? 
Who Proftituted Titles can detpite, 
And from defpifed Titles, greater Rife? 


Whom 
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Whom Names cannot Amufe, but feats withall 

The Proteftant above the Cardinall ? 

Who fure to his own Soul, doth {corn to find 

A Crimfon cap the Purchafe of his Minde? _ (fence, 
<¢ Who is not Great , may blame his Fate’s Of- 
<* Who would not be, is Great in’s Confcience. 

Next chefe His Sweat and Care how to advance 

The Church but to Her Fut Inberitance, 

How to gain back.her Own, yet none Beguile, 

And make her Wealth her Purchafe, nor her fpoyle: 

Then, fhape Gods worthip to a joynt confents, 

*Till when the feamleffe Coat muft fill be Rent : 

Then, to repair the Shrines, as Breaches (prung, 

Which we fhould bear,could we lend Pauls aTonguey 
Speak, Speak great Monument \ while thou yet art 

i ( fuch, 

And Rear him’bove their Scandals and their Touch; 

Had hefurvived chou mighft in Time Declare, 

Valt things may comely be, and Greateft Fair. 

And though thy Limbs foread bigh, and Bulk exceed, 

Thou df prov’d that Gyants are no monftrous breed : 

Then ’bove Exrent thy Lujire would prevaile, 

And ’gainft Dimenfion Feature turnthe Scale; 

Buc now, like Pyrrah’s half adopted Birth. 

Where th’iflue part was Woman, Part was Earth, 

Where Female {ome, and fome to Stone was Bent, 

And che ove half was Cothers Mouument, 

Thou muft imperfe& lye, and learn to Groany 

Now for his Ryine, ftraightway for thine own : 

Buc this and Thoufand (uch Abortives are; 

By Bloody Rebels Ravithte from his care; 

But yet though fome mifcarried intheir Wombe, 

Aad Deeds Still-born have haftned tothe Tombe, 
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| God (that Rewards him now ) forbad his ftore, 
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Should alllye hid, and he but give ich’ Ore. 
Many are Stampt, and fbapt, and do ftill fhine, 
Approv’d at Mint, a firm, and Perfeé Coyne, 
Witnefs that Mart of Books that yonder ftands, 


| Beftow'd by him, though by anothers Hands : 


Thofe Attick Manufcripts, fo rare a Piece, 


They tell the Turk, he hath not conquer’d Greece. 


Next thele, afecond beautuows He%p is thrown, 
Of Eaftern Authors, who were all bis owy, 


-Whoin fo Various Languages appear, 


Babel, would (carce be their Interpreter. 
To Lhefe, we may that Fatr-built Colledge bring, 
Which proves that Learning’s no fuch Rufiice, 
| ( ching, 
Whofe firuéure well contriv’d doth not relate 
To Antick finenefs, but rong lafting ftate : 
Beauty well mixe with flrength, that it complyes 
Molt with the Gazer’s ufe, much with his Eyes, 
On Marble Colunms thus the Arts have ftood, 
As wife Seth’s Pillars f{av’d’emin the Flood, 
But did he leave here Walls, and only Own 
A Glorious Heap, and make us rich in Stone ? 
Then had our Chanc?lour feem’d to fail, and here 
Much honour due co the Artificer : 
Bue this our Prudent Patron long fore-faw, 
When he Refin’d rade Statutes into Law; 
Our Artsand Manners to his Building falls, 
And he ereéts the Men, as well as Walls : 
“Thus Solons Laws his Athens did Renown, 
6° And curn’d that throng of Building to a Town. 
Yet neither Lawnor Statate can be known 
So firickt, as to Himfelfhe made his own, 
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Which in his Aétions Inventory lyes, 
Which Hell or —— can never fcandalize : 
Where every A& his rigid eye furveyes, : 
And Night is Barre and Fudge to all his Dayes; | 
Where all his fecret Thoughts he doth comprize, 
And every Dream f{ummon’d toan Afizes 
VVhere he 4rraignus each Circumftance of care, 
VVhich never pares difmifs’d without a Prayer; 
see ! how he fifts and fearches every part, 
And ranfacks all che Clofets ofhis heare; 
He puts the hours upon the Reck and Wheel,. 
And all his minutes mukt confefs or feel : 
ifthey reveal one A& which forth did come. 
VVhen Humane frailty erept into the Loome, 
iLone Thread ftain, or fully, break, or faint, 
So that the Mim does Inteerrupt the Saint, 
He hunts it to its Death, nor quits his feares, 
Tile be Eambalm’d in Prayers, or drowwd in Teares. 

The Svmin all his journeys ne're did fee 
One more devout, nor one more firid than He, 

Since his Religion then’s Uamixt and ‘Fine, 
And Works do warrant Faith, as Ore the Mine: 
VVhat can bis Crime bethen? Now you muft lay 
The Kingdoms Laws fubverted inhis way: 
See! no fitch Crime doth o’re his Confczence grow; 
CVVithout which Witnefs ne’re can make it fo; ) 
A clear Tran{parent White, bedecks his mind, 
VVhere nought bute /anocence can theleer find, 
Witnefle that Breath which did your fain and blot 
Wipe freely out, (though Heaven I fear will not) 
Wictneffe chat Cale and Quiet in His Breaft, 
Prologue and Preface to his Place of Reft; 
When with che VVorld He could: undaunted part, 
And (eein Death nor meagre Looks; nor Dart: 


VVhen 
































Partl.  ‘RampSongs. 
| When to the Fatal Block His Gray Age goes 
vith the fame Eafe, as when he took Repofe. 
“* He like old Enoch co His Bliffe is gone, 
¢*Tis not his Death, but his Tranflation. 


tN 


A Mock Remonfirance referring to the 
Porters Petition. 


To Pym King of the Parliamented, 

The Grzevances are bere prefented 

Of Porters, Butchers, Braom-men, Tene? s, 
Lhat fain would fight uader your Banners 
Weavers, Dyers, Tinkers, Coblers, 

And many otber fuch like Foblers, 7 
As Water-men, and thofe call’d Dray-men, 





Lbat have a long time {ung Solamen, ée. 


| NA / dsiers Imprimis, firft, that is, the Porters, 
The heavy burthens laid on their. four 
( Quarters 
As not complain’d ofhere;. nor of Us, any, 
| Alchough We have good Caufes, and full many, 
As yet unknown; but there’sa day will come 
_ Shall pay for all, We fay nomere but Mum, 
It is well faid by ome, Youare about 
| To givethe Churchand Government a Rout, 
) Let it be focry VVe, for it is known, 

To do’t,you will want more hands than you Gwn. 

And fince you are * neceflitated to. | * Their Deble- 
| Raife wary ifaith(Sirrevence)do,do,do;_ ration, 

’ Cis fit chat Old things fhould grow out of date, 
| Like Hampden’s Sifter, ox that Beldame Kate. 

O'd 
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Old things in courfe do commonly decay, 
When New perhaps may laft full manya day; 
Old Frocks,old Shirts,old Brooms,old Boots,old | 
Are much addi&ed to the Venial fias ( Skins | 
Of wearing out; and why not then the Church, ‘ 
That has left many a fimple man ith’ lurch. 
Befide, the Porters fo the Surplice hate, 
Their very Frocks they have cafheer'd of late; 
And rather than endure’em, you may fee, 
They wear the Rope, the Hang-mans Livery. 
The Butchers too, infpired are at leaft, 
And know the very Intrails of the Beaft —* Surplices: 
That wears thofe* Smocks, and though chey love 
A Babilonifh onethey do abhor. (a Whore, 
In fine, in this great work of Reformation, 
Which you intend fhall ftigmatize the Nation, 
We pray to be Fellow-labourers, and 
That you our Vercues right may underftand, 
Know that che Porters fhall for Bighteen-pence 
Carry the Dreggs of Rome in Bottles hence 
Toany Foreign part you’! chink upon, 
And bring the Juyce of che Turks Alcaron 
Inliew of ic; che Buteher kill’d in Slaughter 
Shall fend Gods, andthe Laws Di(ciples after ; 
There fhall not a Religious Relique be 
Left in the Church, or in the Library, 
Bac fhall be (wept away by che Nice hand 
Orch? Broom-mens Art, who nothing underftand 
More chan Kent-ftreet; Wfany them deride, 
The Tanners come, and then beware their Hide; 
And for the Weavers, they caa preach, or pray, 
Asis well known to the Lords, Brooks and Say. 
The Dyers they delight you know in Scarlet, 
And care no more for Blood, than any Varlets 





| 
) 
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Like 
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Like Archers good they will come on {6 powring, 
That who efcapes them will efcape a fcowring. 
The Tinkers they cas both make Holes, and mend 
3 C’em 
In Church or State; if you. will but befriend ’em 
Wich Mettle; They care not for God or Divells 
A Pack of fturdy Rogues inur’d to Evills » 
The Cobler vows, and that you'l fay is News, 
To venture All, what over Boots, o’re Shooes? 
And likewile undertakes ata Cheap rate 
The Government, though Crabbed, to Tranflate, 
The Water-men more flye thanany Otters, ~ 
Knowing ’cis good fifhing incroubl’d Waters, 
If any. do’ Oppofe them, though their Betters, 
They will betake chemfelves unto their Stret- 
(chers, 
And fo befabour *em in Church and Cloyfters. 
Their Bones fhall rattle, like a Sacke of Oyfters, 
In cheir chin Skins... TheDray-men likewife fhall 
W ich Crufted Fifts, fling um and fling ’um all. 
Thus tn Our teveral FunG&ions We can ferve ye, 
Men fic for your Employment, pray obferve ye; 


) 


_ And therefore lift Us, where your beft defenceis, 


Inch’ Yealow Regiment ot’s Oxcellencies: 
So caking Jeave, refting at your Commands, 
We do tub(cribe either Our Horns, or Hands, 
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The Caution. 
A SONG. 


To the Tune of Ob Women , Monfirow . 
Women. 


Ou Sep’ratifts chat Sequifter 

Your felves from Laws are good, 

Your Courfes fo irregular 
Shall now be underftood; 

Your fond Expounding corrupts the Bibble, 
Yet youl maintain it wich your Twibble. 
Ob Roundbeads, Reundheads, damnable Roundheads, 
What do you mean to do 2 | 


He that does {wear, though toa Truth, 

You count him far worfe than a Lyer, 
Yet you will firk your Sifter Ruth, 

So it may edifie her; 
You, like che Devil, abhor a Crofle, (horfe. 
But Ile have as good Reafon from Pywts Stone- 
Ob Roundbeads, Roundbeads, damnable Roundbeads, 
Whatde you mean to do ? 


Our Churches Hierarchy you hold 
Wichin a foul Sufpicion; 
And fay che Prelates Sleeves are old 
Reliques of Superftition; 
The very Ragges of Rome they are 
Such as the Whores of Babilon wear. 
Oh Roundheads, Roundheads, damnable Rowndbeads , 
What do you mean to do? Therefore 
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| Therefore in Zeal and Piety, 

| You’l dy cheir Lawn in blood, 
And root out their Society, 

A work you think is good; 

The Malice is, {ome of your Eares 

| Were cropt far fhorter than your hairs. 

Ob Roundbeads, Roundheads, damnable Roundheads, 


| What do you mean to do ? 








| When you the Miter have pull’d down, 

| You’! be hang’d before contented, 

Your nexc Pluck muft be at the Crown, 4 
| A Plot long fince invented: | iy 
| Buc Grigge {wears Tyburn (hall have her due, | 
| Hee’! behang’d himlelf, if he hang not you, i 
| Ob Roundbeads, Roundheads, damnable Roundheads, i 


| What do you mean to do ? 


l 
i 





The Coblers were aftonifhed, 

The Porters eke, allo 5 
To hear the Novfe that ecchoed 

From your vaft Tubb below : 
| But lec him be hang’d will never mend, 

The Cobler chinks upon his end, : iM 

| But you to whom my Lines do tend i 
| Have a care of what you do. Hi 











Lill contemn d. 
A SONG. 
| Hy arechoafad? Our Glaffes flow 


Like little Rivers co the Mayne; 
Gs And 
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And ne’rea Man here has a Shrew, 
What need’ft thon then complain ¢ 
Then Boys mind your Glaf&, 
And let all News pafs 
That treats not of chis our Canary, 
Let Lawyers fear their Fate, 
In the turn of the Scate, 
We fluffer if this do mifcarry, ( Glions, 
Chor. ’1s this will preferve ws gainft Lillies predi- 
And make us contemn our Fate and his Fidi-~ 
ONS. 
’ Tis this that fetts the City Ruff ( 
And lyne: the Aldermen with Furs 
Jt makes the Watchmen ftiff and cuff 
To call, where go you Sir ? 
’Tis chis doth advance 
The Cap of Maintenance, 
And keeps the S word fleeping or waking; 
Ic Courage doth raile 
In fiich Men now adaies, 
That heretofore cry’d at Head-aching, 
Chor. ’Lis this doth infufe in a Mifer fome pity, 
Andis the Genius, ‘and Soul of the City. 


Thea why fhould we difpair,’ or think 
The &nemy approacheth near? 
Let fuch as never us’d to drink 
Sack, be enflav’d to Fear. 
Then to get Honor, 
And that waits on her, 
Strange Titles, Ilujtrions and Mighty. 
Wee’'l have a {mart Bout 
Shall peak us Menand ftout, 
And Vle be the firft chat (hall fight ye. 
Chor. 
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| Chor. He that ftifly can (laud to’t , and hath the bet 
Braine; 
Shall be ftyl’d Son of Mars 5 and God of the 
: Mayne. 


A Monfter to be feen at Wefhininfler. 
16 42. 


Ithin this Houfe is to be feen 
Such a Monfter as hath not been 
| Atany time in England, nay 
| In Europe, Africk, Ajia. 
’Tis a Round body, without a Head 
Almoft three years, yet not dead, 
| °Tis like chat Beaftl once did fee, 
| Whole Tayle ftood where his Head fhould be; 
| And, which was never feen before, 
| Though’ t want a Head, thas Horns good ftore, 
‘Ichas very little hair, and yet 
? You’! fay it has more hair than wit, 
°Thas many Eyes and many Eares, 
°*Thas many Jealoufies and Fears, 
*Thas many Mouths, and many Hands, 
’Tis full of Quefticns and Commands. 
Tis arm’d wich Maskets, Pikes, it fears 
Naught in the World but Cavaliers; 
Twas born in Exgland, but begot 
Betwixt the Englifh and the Scot. 
Though fome are of Opinion rather 
That che Devil was ics Father, 
And the City, which is werfe, 
Was its Mother, and ics Nurfe. 
G3 Some 
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Some fay ( though perhaps in feorn ) 
That it wasa Cretan born, 

And notunlike, for’e has the fafhion 
_Juftas may be of that Nation; 

For ’cisa Lyer, none oth’ leaft ; 

A flow Belly, an Evil beats 

Of what Religion none can tell, 

Ic much refembles that in Hell. 

Some fay it is a Jew difguisd, 

And why, becaufe ’tis circumeis’d; 
For ’rwas deprived long ago 

Of many a Member wee well knows 
In fome points tis a Jefuited Prieft, 
In fome it is a Calvinift : 

For *cis not Juftify’d, 1c faith 

By Good works, but by.Publick Faith. 
Some call’ an Anabaptift : Some 
Think naw that Antichrift 1s come. 

A Creature of an uncouth kind, 

Both for its Body, and itsmund : 
Make haft and fee’t, elfe ‘cwill be gon, 
For now “tis fick, and drawing on. 


Landon fad London. 
AN ECCHO. 


\ X 7 Hat wants*thee, that thou art inthis fad 
. A King ( taking ? 


What made him frft remove hencehisreftding ? 


(ye iHf » 
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| Did any here deny him fatisfa&tion? 


Fadtion. 
Tell me sari this ftrength of Faction lyes 2 
| n lyes. 
What didft thou do when the King left Parlia- 
| Lament. ( ment? 
What terms would’ft give to gain his Company ? 
Any. 
But how wouldft ferve him, with chy beft endea- 
Ever. (vour? 
What wouldft thou do if here thou couldft be- 
Hold him. (hold him? 
But ifhe comes not what becomes of London ? 
Undone. 





pe Bre £ eas Le 


Upon bringing mn the Plate. 


‘Ace you that would no longer 
Toa Monarch be fubje&ed, 

Come away to Guildhall, and be chereliberall, 
Your With fhall be there effeGed. 

Come come away, bring your Gold, bring your Fewells, 
Your filver Shap’t, or Molten, 

If the King you'l bave down, and advance to the Crown 
Five Members and K———= 


Regard no Proc'amations, 

_ They’re Subjects fic to Jeft on 

Henry Elfing’s far better than. R. 
Refolv’d upon the Quefiron. 


Come come away, OC. 
G4 You 
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You Aldermen firft fend in 
Your Chaines upon chefe Summons, 
Zo buy Ropes ends, for all-the Kings Friends, 
They’re Traytors to the Commons. 
Come, come away, ec, 

























Your Bafons large, and Fwers, 
Unto this ufealot them, 
If ere you mean your hands to clean 
From th’ Sins by which you got them. 
Come, come away, ec, 


Bring in your Cannes and Gobletts, 
You Citizens confiding, 
4nd think ic no fcorn, co drink in a Horz 
Of your own Wives providing. 
Come, come away, Orc. 


Ye Bretheren ftrong and lufty, 
Tae Sifters Exercife yee, 
Get Babes of Grace, and § poons apace, 
Both Houtfes do advile yee. 
ome, come aay, Orc. 


Let the Religions Sempftref? 
Her filver Thimble bring here, 

‘Twill bea fine thing in depofing a King, 
Zo fay you had a Finger. 


Come, come away, ec, 


Your Childe’s redeemed Whiftle 
May here obtain Admittance, 
Nor thal] thaeGeft, be utterly loft, 
They*le give youan Acquittance, > * 
"Come, come away, Ocyeer The 
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| The Gold and Silver Bodkin, 

_ The Parliament woo’d ha both, 
» Which oft doth make, che Houfe to take 


A Journey onthe Sabboth. 
Come, come AWAY, COC. 


— You that have ftoreof Mony 

| Bring’c hither, and be thrifty, 

Ifth’ Parli. ment thrive, they’le fo contrive 
You fhail have back Four for Fifty. 


Come, Come away, OC. 





| Ifwhen the Councell’s ended, 

Your Plate you will recover, 

- Be fure you may thechief Head chat day 

On the bridge or Tower difcover. 
Come, come away, Oe. 


Se 


The Prentices Petition tothe ( lofe Come 


mittee. 





: (com® 
at Pa you clofe Members, wee the Young men 
C If Juftice in this houfe has any Room?) 
With a Petition, but it is for peace; 
If you are vext, pray let all Quarrells ceafe; 
Firft, for Religion, ) Ife be no offence, 
Nor hinder things of greater Confequence ) 
We hope yon do fuppofe there’s fome fuch ching, 
’Caufe’chas bin often mention’d by the King. 
Wee'ld hay’t eftablifht, and do hold ic fit 3 
That no Lay-Levites ought to meddle with’e. 
Next 
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Next, that in fpight of Treafon, we may’have 

A happy peace, but that we need not crave, 

For when our bodkins ceafe ’ewil be your pleafure 
That arms may ceafe,not wanting wil,but treafure;, 
Elfe you’le but put the King to farther trouble, 
To beat you to’t, and make you Subjects double. 
We know y’are powerfull, and cam wonders do 
Both by your Votesand Ordinances too 5 

Yn cafe all thofe Murther’d Innocent men ~ 

May by your Votes be made alive again, 

Then your admiring Spirits fhall. perlwade us 
That neither War nor. Famine can invade tts: 
Till chen you’le give us leave to truft our Eyes, 
And from our fad Experience, now grow wile : 
Let not the Collonell’s gaping fon o’th’ City 

Be made the Mouth unto. this clofe Committe 5 
Whofe gaudy Troope, becaufe they’re boyes, he 
They are the Children of the Lord of Hofts; (boafts 
And knows no reafon, ( for indeed tis’ {cant ) 
Why States are not like Churches Militant. 
Next, that Truth, Wifedome, Juftice, Loyalty, 
And Law, five Members of our Faculty 
(Who not by the King; but you, have been fo long 
By Votes Expell’d from your Rebellious throng ) 
May be reftored; and in{pight of Pym 

Be heard to (peak their mind a5 well as him. 
Which ifnot granted, wedo tell you this, 

Your Lord ¢ whofe head’s ina Parenthefis ) 

Shall not fecure you, bue we fhall uney 

That ewifted Rabble of che Hierachy, 

Clubs are good payments,and’ mongft other things 
Know weare as many Thoufands as you Kings. 

In rhe Jaterim pray tell your fore-harfe Pym, 
Juft as he loves the King, fo we love him. 

Londons 
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| Londons Farewell to the Parliament. 
Arewell to the Parliament, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell to the Parliament, with hee, 
Your dear delight the City, 
Our wants have made us witty, 
Anda for the Clofe Committee, 
With a hey trolly, lolly, loe. 








Farewell the Lord of Effex, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell the Lord of Effex, with hoe, 

He fleeps till eleven, 

And leaves the Caufe at fix and feven, 

But "cis no matter, their hope’s in Heaven, 
Wich hey crolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell the Lord Wharton, with hey, with hey, i 
Farewell the Lord Wharton, with hoe, i 
The Saw-pit did hide him, i 
Whilft Haftings did out-ride him, it 
Then came Brooks and he ont-ly’d him, i 
With hey trolly, lolly, Ie. 


Farewell Billy Stroud, with hey, with hey, ii 

Farewell Billy Stroud, with hoe, ih 
He fworeall Whartons lyes were true, 
And it concern’d him fo to do, 
For he was inthe Saw-pit coo, 

With hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell the Lord Brooks, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell the Lord Brooks, with hoe, 
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He faid (buc firft he had got a Rattle) 
That but one hundred fell in che Battle, 
Befides Dogs, Whores, and (uch Parliament 
With hey trolly, lolly, loe. ( Cattle, 


Farewell Say and Seale, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell Say and Seale, with hoe, 

May thefe Valiant Sons of 4mmon, 

All be Hang’d as high as Haman, 

With the old Anabaptift they came on, 
With hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell K with hey, with hey, 
Farewell K — with hoe, 
Thy Father writ a Godly Book, 
Yet all was fifh chat came tothe hook, 
Sure he is damn’d though but for his Jook. 
Wich hey trolly, lolly, loe. 











Farewell K with hey, with hey , 
Farewell K with hoe, 

Thy Houfe had been confounded, 

' vain he had compounded, 

Ifhe had noc got a Round-head, 
Wich hey trolly, lolly, loe. 





Farewell D—-— 7——~ with hey, with hey, 
Farewell D--__ H —-— with hoe 

Twas his Ambition, or his need, 

Not his Religion did the deed, : 

But his Widow hath tam’d him of the {peed. 
With hey trolly, lolly, toe. 





Farewell 
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| Farewell John Hampden, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell fobn Hampden with hoe, 

Hee’s a fly and fubtile Fox, 

Well read in Buchanan and Knox, 

fnd hees gone down to goad the Oxe, 

_ With hey trolly, lolly, loe. 








Farewell Fobn Pym, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell Fobn Pym with hoe, 
He would have hada place in Court, 
And he ventur'd all his partie for'’e, 
Bue bribing proves his beft fuppore. 
- With hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell Fobu Pym with hey, with hey, 
Farewell Fob Pym with hoe, 

For all thefeign'd difafter 

Of the Taylor and the Plafter, 

Thon fhale not be our Mafter, 
VVith hey trolly, lolly, loe, 


Farewell Major Skippon, with hey, with hey 
Farewell Major Skippon with hoe, 

Ye have ordered him co kill and flay, 

To refcue him and run away, 

Provide you vote fait weather, and pay, 
VVith hey crolly, lolly, loe. ‘ 
Farewell our VVorthies all, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell our VVorthies all with hoe, 

For they inftead of dying, 

Maintain the truth by lying, 

And get victories by flying, 

VVith hey trolly, lolly, loe. 
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Farewell our Scotch Brethren, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell our Scotch Brethren,with hoe, | 
They March but to the border, 
Buc will be broughe no farther, 
For neither Ordinance nor Order, 
With hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell my little Levites, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell my litcle Levites, with hoe, 

Though you feem to fear him, 

Yet you can {carce ferbear him, 

And when you thank bim, you but jeer him, 
Wich hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell fears and jealonfies, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell fears and jealoufies, withhoe, 
Which, with lying Declarations, 
Tumults, craytors,and proteftations, - 
Have been the ruine oftwo Nations, 
With hey crolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell little Ifaack, with hey, with hey, 
Farewell little Z/zack, with hoe, 

Thou haft made us all, liké Affes, 

Pare with our Plate, and drink in Glaffes, 

Whilft chou growf rich with 2s. Paffes, 
Wich hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


Farewell Plate and Money, with hey, with hey, 

Farewell Plate and Money, with hoe, ; 
’Tis going down by water, | 
Or fomeching near che matter, 
And a Publique Faith’s going afters 

Wich hey trolly, lolly, foe, 

Farewell 
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|Farewell Members five, with hey, with hey, 

| Farewell Members five, with hoe, 

Next Petition we deliver, 

Sends you packing down the River, 

And the Devil be your driver, 

Wich hey trolly, lolly, loe. 


SSS Sa ee ee Se eee 
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A SONG. 


Ew-Exgland is preparing a-pace, 
Nr entertain King Pym, with his Grace, 
And Ifaack before fhall carry che Mace, 

For Round-beads Old Nick ftand up now. 


No Surpliffe nor no Organs there, 

| Shall ever offend the Eye, or the Ear, 

: Buc a Spiritual Preach, witha 3. hours Prayer, 
For found-heads, &c. 

_ All things in Zeal fhall there be carried, 

_ Wichout any Porredge read over the burted, 

No Crofling of Infancs, nor Rings for the Married, 

For Round-heads, Oc. 











The Swearer there fhall punifht be fill, i i) 
But Drunkenneffe private be counted no ill, HH 
Yet both kind of lying as much as you will, 
Por Round-heads, ec. 
Blow winds, Hoyfe failes, and let us be gone, 
But befure we take all our Plunder a long, 
ThatCharles may find little when as he doth come, 
For Round-heads Old Nick {land up now. 


be 


Oir 
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Sir John Hotham’s Alarm. 


( Fobu, 
‘Oi Traytors, March on, to the Leader Sir 


Though King Charles his Friends dilaffe& 
Do not obey him, but obey Devil Pym, (you, 
And the Parliament will proce& you. | 


Let us plead that we Fight, for the King and his- 
But if he defire for co enter, ( Right, 
Let us Armed appear, and let us all (weare 
Our lives for his fake we will venter. 


But if he give Command, to difarm out of hand, 
As we our Allegiance do tender, 

Let us prefently Sweare, that Commanded weare 
By the Parliament not to furrender. 


Ifhe defire for to fee, what Command that may 
We then will refolve him no further, (be, 
But intreat him to ftay, while we fend Poft away, 
- He fhall havea Copy of che Order. 


But ifhe Proclaime, me a Traytor by Name, 
And all you that adhereto my Faction, ( me, 
What an Honour it will be, when my Country fee 
Second Py# in a Trayterous Action, 


Bue when the King fends, to require an amends 
Of the Parliament for fuch denyal ; 
Whether Treafoa or no, the Law (hall ne’re know, 
i muft be put to your Vote for a Tryal, rhe 
n 














| Part I. Rudmp Songs, 38997) ~ i 
And to put -it to: the Voice, or the Parliaments i 
The Houle being nowfo empty; (choice, 
Ifthere be fuch a thing, as God ora King, 
Well carry itby five inthe twenty. 













| 





If fo pleafe the Fates, as to change our Eftates, 
That the King his own Righes doth recoyer, 
We will turn to their way, and the Town will 
( betray, 

Though a Ladder for our pains we turnover; 









We 
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The Publique Faith. 


Ome tell of Africk Monfters, which of old, 
Vain Superfticion did for God-heads hold, 
How the A:gyptians, who firft knowledge {pread, 
Ador’d their Apis.withthe whice Bulls head ; 
Apis ftill fed wich Serpents that do hifs, 
Hamon, Ofiris, Montter Anubis. 
But Sun-burne Africk never had, nor hath 
A Monfter like our, Exglifh Publique Fatth ; 
Thole fed on Snakes, and fatisfi'd, did reft, 
This, like the Curtain Gulf, wall have che bef 
Thing in the City, to appeafe its ftil! 
Encreafing hunger, Gluccing ics lewd will 
Wich Families, whofe fubftence ic devours, 
Perverting Juftice and che Higher Powers ; 
Contemning without feat of any Law, 
Preying on all to fillics, ravenous Maw 3 
Whofe Ejtrich ftomack, which no fteele can fate, 3 
Has {wallowed down Indies of Gold ard Plate: 
H This 
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98 RumpSongs. — Partl. | 
This is the Publique Faith, which being led 
By ch’ Cicies wealth, has in this Kingdom bred 
Such various mifchiefs with its viperous breath, | 
Blafting its peace and happineffe co death ; | 
And yet this Idoll which our world adcres, | 
Has made men profticuce cheir eruth likeWhores, | 
To its foul Luft, which furely may as well : 
And foon be fatisfi'd, as ch Grave, or Hell; 
This preys on Horfe:, yee chae will not do, 
Unleffe ic may devour the Riders too: 

Ha, This takes up all che Riches of the Land, 

Hil Not by intreaty, bue unjuft Command, 

Wi Borrowing extortively without any day 

Ih Bue the Greek Calends, then it means to pay 
Hy This gainft che Law of Nations does furprife 
The Goods of Strangers, Kings,& in its wife (note) 
Difcretion, thinks ( though its not worth their | 
They're bound to take che Publique Faiths trim | 
Wa For their fecurity,when this Publique Faith (Vote 
at Has broke more Merchants thene’se Riot hath, _ 
Vg And yet, good men o’th City, you are proud 
ie To have chis Bankrupe Publique Faith allow’d 
Wan || More credit then your King, to this you'll fen { 
id More willingly chen ever you did {pend 

|| Money to buy your Wives and Children bread, 


























Vi By fuch a ftrange Inchantment being mifled 
| To your indoings 5; you who upon Bond, | 
lm Nay fcarcely upon Mortgage of chat Land, | 
it Treble your Moneys value, would not p «re 
Cay 14 
I} 





With your lov’d Coine, vanquifh’d by ch’ powere- 











ve Of chis M igicianPubliqueFaith,juftly inftall (fall are — 
Pt | Him Mafter of your Bags, che Devil and all 
en | That caught you get chem by deceitfull wares, 
And fucking in (like Mornings draughts ) young 
Heirs : Well, 
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Well, certainly if chis fine humour hold, 
Your Aldermen will have no other Gold (Chains, 
But whae’s in Thumb-riags, for their ponderous 


| They’le be the Publique Faiths juft lawfull gains, 

_ And have the Honour afterwards to be 

_ Hang’d inthem for ics Publique Treachery, 

| What will become of you then, Grave and Witty 
| Inhabitants of this Inchanted City ? 


Who is’c fhall chofe vaft Sums to you re-pay, 

When Mafter Publique Faith is run away? 

Or who hall thofe prodigious heaps renew, 

Which were prodigally decreas’d by you ? 

Whom the whole world imagin’d men of chrift, 

What will your Orphans do? How will they thifr, 

Whofe whole Eftates in th’ City Chamber, hath 

Been givena {poyleto ruin’d Publique Faith ? 

Perhaps youw’le pawn your Charter to fupply 

The worchy wants of your Neceffity, 

Whois't will cake’c, when all ( bue men mifled 

Like you) know tis already forfeited? 

Who ise will then into New Coine cranflate 

Such monftrous Cupboards of huge antick Plate? 

To Publique Faiths vatt Treafury bring in, 

From the Gilt Goblet, to the Silver Pin, 

All chat was Coinable, and what co do? 

Even to create you Kzaves, and Traytors coo. 

Faich if you chance to come off with your Lives, 

Your way will beto live upon your Wives, , 

Their Trading will be good, when Fortune Wears 

Your Colours in the Caps of th’ Cavaliers, 

Whole Cuckolds you'll be then, & on your brow, 

Wear cheir Horns, as you Publique Faith’s do n -w3 

Then, then you'll howle,when you fhall clearly fee 

That Publique Faith, was Publique Ireackery : 
H 3 Then 


























































































100° =RampSongs.” Patel” 
Then you'll confefs your felves to ’ve'béen undone 
By Publique Faith’s man, ffaack Pennington 5 
Then you'll repent chat ever you did fling 
Such mon ftrous Sums away againft your King 5 
When he in Eriumph, with bis War-like Trains 
Shall to your terrour view your Town again 5 
Unleffe his Mercy mittigate his wrath, 
Hh Juftly conceiv’d ‘gainft you and Publique Faith 
ie That Reverent Alderman which did defile 
Wh His Breeches at the Muftering ere while, 
a Shall chen again thofe Velvet Slops bewray, 
\ i Caule Publique Faith did make him go aftray : 
pauls fhall be openéd then, and you confpire 
No more againft che Organs inthe Quire, 
Nor threat the Saints ith’ Windows, nor repair 
In Troopsico kill the Book.of Common-Prayer 5 
Nor drunk with Zeal, endeavour to e ngrofle 
To your own ufe, the ftones of Cheap-fide Croffe : 
Thenjthenyouw’ll bow your heads, yourhornsand 
Vie That (0 exalted wereto fave fromethrall (all, 
ie Your ruin’d Liberties, aad humbly pray | 
| For Mercy, more then upon each Faft-day 5 | 
When your Seditious Preachers to the throng, 
Make Prayers Ex Tempore of five hours dong; 
Ah Left you by early penitence prevent 
Te Your certain danger, uf not punifhment, 
i Which you by no means may fofafely do, 
tI As quitting Publique Faith, and Treafontoo:. (find, 
Then, then, though late, you to your grief will 
That you have walke (as Moles ich’ Earth do ) 
Of your fair reafon, and obedient light, (blind 
Involv’d in Mifts of black Rebellious Night : 
it If chefe Inftrudtions will noc make you fee 
ie Your Errour, may you perifh in’t for me, 





























And 




















And co your Ruine walk in deathfull pach, 


That leads to’th Gallows with the Publique Faith. 
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The Sence of the Floufe, or the Reason why 
thofe Members who ave the Remnant of 
the two Families of Parliament 
cannot confent to Peace, or 
an Acccommodation. 


To the Tune of The New-England Pfalm, 
Huggle Duggle, ko bo bo the Devil he 
laught aloud, 


Ome come beloved: Loadoners ,: fy fy you 
fhame us all, 
Your:rifing up for Peace,wil] make the.cloleConte 
micce fall; 
¥ wonder you dare ask for that, which chey muft 
needs deny, 
There's 30. fwears they’! haveno Peace, and bid 
me tell you why. 


Firft Ple'no,Peace quoth Effex, my Chaplain fayes 
"tis Sin 
To loofe noo l..a day juft_ when my Wifelyes 


in; 

They cry God, bleffle your Excellence, but if 
loofe my Place 

They’) call me Rebel, Popular Affe,and Cuckold 

| to my face, H3 You 
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oz Ramp Songs, Part I. 
You Citizen Fools, quoth W#—— 
' tomeofPeace, 

Who not only ftole his Majefties Ships, but rob’d 

him of his Seas, 
No no lle keep the Water ftill, and have my 
Ships well man’d, | 
For Ihave loft and ftole fo much,] know not where 
to land. | 


d’ ye talk co 


Do Brother do, fayes for Peace breeds 
uSNO quiet, 

Befides my Pleces co have loft, with fixteen Difh- 
es dyet, 

J play’d the Fudas with the King, which makes 

: the World deteft me, 

Nay fhould his Majefty pardon me, 500, would 

areft me. 


K= faid, thefe Londoners deferve to loofe 
their Eares, 

For now they’! all obey the King, like Citizen 
Cavaliers; | 

Let’s vote this Peace a defperate Plot , and fend 

3 _ them adenyal, 

For if they fave the Kingdom, they’le give us a 

Legal eryal. ; 


The Welfo-men rage quoth § —— and‘call me 


: 


villanous Goat 
For plundering Hereford’s Aldermens Gownes to 
make my Beffe a Coat, 
*Lis crue the Town did feed mewell, for which I 
took good Fleeces, ) 
But if Peace come they’le tear me’and all my 
: Whores in pieces. +: OF~ - Fighe 
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| Fete fight quoth Say, now now hold up thefe 
jealoufies and Fears; 

| | The work will thew: I laid the Plot‘above thefe 

17. years; 


Tis I chat am your Bugiieass but iffor Peace 


you vote, 


Oh then they'le make me goto Church, or elfe 


they’le cut my Throate. 


My Father Goodmin. quoth Weusmeas calls mea 


filly Lad, 


| And. wonders ‘théyite ask Peace of me who have - 


been lately mad; 


) You chufe me Irif General, and I chufe to flay 


here, 


| For fhould we fight among the Boggs, there’s ne- 


ver a Sawpit near. 


| Thofe Heathen Prentices quoth Brooks, that made 


my Coach-man ftay, 

Fid me be bare, although I {poke but 13, Bulls 
that day, 

But if Peace lop offmy learned Skull, then all my 
Houfe you'le fee 


| The Sword of Guy, the Dun‘cows rib, the Affes 


tooth, and me. 


I made a Speech quoth R == when his Excel. 
lence firft began, 


- For which he {wore by a Pottle of Sackto make 


me a Gentleman : 
But ifthe King get to Whiteball then all my hopes 
are paft, 
My Father was firft Lord of che Honfe , and I 
fhall be the lat. H4 Keep 
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Keep Silence; quoth Mr. Speakers but do tot hold 


your peace, 
Let’s fitjand vore,and: hold them too’e; for Pie do 
what you pleafe;: 
ihave had bue poor 60004, befides fome Spoons 
and Bowles, 
Nays grant a Peace; and: how: fhall I be Mafter of | 
theRolles? : 


Then fpake 5..Members allatonces who fot ar 
Army cry’d, iy 

Laft year, quocli they; you refeu'd us.elfewehad 
all been try’d: | | 

What ‘though ‘you be almoft undone 5 you muft 
coutribute ftill, 

Or wee’le convey, our Trunks away, and then do 

aS what you will. 


My Venome (wells, quoth H— that his Majefty 
full wellknows, 

And I; quoth Hampden, fetche the Scots, from 

! whence this Mifchief flows. 

1 am an Affe quoth Haflerigg , but yet I’me deep 
ith’ Plote ,' | 

And I, quoth Stroud, can lye as faftas Mr, Pym.can 
trote. 00%" 


Butt, quoth Pyw,your Hackney am, and all your 
Jt" “dtudgery dog 7 ai-sen9 

Have made good Speeches for my feif, and Pri- 
+ _ Viledges for you : 

{ can fic down and look on min, whilft others 
bleed and fight, 

y eat their Lordthips meat by day, and giy’c their 
1 < Wives by night. | Then 
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Then Vane grew black ith’ nies {wore there’s 
none fo deep as J; 


: The Staff and Signet flipe my hand, my Son can 


tell you why, 
The name of Peace they fay’tis fweet, but of 
it makes me fhrink, 
Strafords Ghoft doth haunt me fos I cannot fleep 
a wink. 


W ere Strafford living, Mildmay faid, he would do 
me no ill, 

1 hid my (eltich’ Privy, when the Houfe did pafs 
his Bills 

Bue all my Gold and Silver thread Gregory calls 
his own, 

Though ina Ship I made my will, Iwas not born 
to drown. 


You found me,quoth Sir R—~ P—= J had been 
longa Knave; 

You promis’d T thould be fo ftill, if you my Vote 
might have. 

And seria Laurence Whittaker agreed to doe fo 


00, 
But if you ferve ‘old Courtiers thus, they’le dos 
much for you. 


This Peace, quoth Michael Old{worth, will bring 
me nevera Fee, 

Although my Lord have fworn for Peace » and 
will not follow me. 

Down,down with Bifhops,Wheeler faid, for I have 
rob’d the Church : 

On bafe, will you concludea Peace,arid leave me 

inthe lurch. Who 
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Who {peaks of Peace quoth Ludlow, hath neither 
Sence nor Reafon, 

For I ne’re {poke ith’ Houfe but once, and then 
I (poke High Treafon, 

‘Your meaning was as bad as mine, you muft de- 
fend my Speech, 

Or ‘elfe you. make my mouth as foul as was my 
Fathers breech. 


Ple plunder Him, quoth Baynton, that mentions 
Peace to Me, 

The Bifhop would not grant my Leafe, but now 
Vle have his Fee. 

A Gunpowder Monopoly quoth Evelyn rais’d my 
Father , | 

Buc if you let this War go down, they'lecal! me 
Powder Traytor. 


Od Fove, quoth Sir John Hotham,is this atimeto 
treat? . 

When Newcaftle and Cumberland me to the Walls 
have beat? 

You bafe-obedient Citizens d’ ye think co fave 
your Lives? 

My Sonne and J will ferve you allas] have ferv’d 
Five Wives. 


Indeed, quoth Sir Hugh Cholmley , Sir Fobx you 
{peak moft true, : 
For Thavefold, and morgaged, moft of my Land 


to you; 
My Brother would have ferv’d the King, but was 
forbid to ftay; 


The King fore faw ae Keynton-field , Sir Harry 
would run away, J went 
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I went down, quoth Sir Ralph Stapleton,with Mut 
quets Pike and Drum, 

: ‘T o fetch Sir Francis Wortley up, but truly hee'd 
not come. 

Oh Lord, Sir Robert Harlow faid,how do our Foes 
| increafe? 

I wonder who the Devil it was that firft invented 
Peace, 





Lreafon, Treafon, Treafon, Sir Walter Earle cryes 
out, 

Worle than blowing up the 7hames, che Dagger, 
or the Clout. 

Hang me, quoth Miles Corbet then, for weareall 
confounded, 

And Cavaliers will Cuckold me,as well as did the 
Roundhbead. 


Quoth Sir Fobn Wray, Mr. Speaker ? Vie end this 
matter ftreic, 

For this which is my Ninth Speech, Pme {ure is 
none of my Fight; 

Itry’dicat my Tables end, my Neighbours know 
*cis right, 

But Peace will make me {peak leffe wit, and then 
farewell your Kuight. 


A-vengeance, quoth Harry Martin then, Vle ha no 
Accommodation, 

For it was J, that bravely tore his Majefties Pro- 
Bisaiicion: 

Ith’ Houfe J (poke High Treafon, I have fold both 
Land and Leafe; 

J fhall not then keep but 3, Whores, Apoxupon 

your Peace. You 
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Tou fee beloved Londoners, your Peace i out of fea- 
fon 

For which you have the fence of the Honfe 5 and every 


Members reafon : 
Ob doe not Standfor Peace then , for truft me éf yon 


doe y 
Fach’ County in the Kingdome will rife and doe foe 
t00. 


Eflex Petition tothe Beft of Princes. 


Sir, 
“a Hat All-Majesty (from whom youtake (fake 
Your Heaven-Anointed Scepter ) for whofe 
Nou drink the Dregs of Bitterneffe, which curtis 
Your Crown of Glory, to. a Crown of Thornes; 
View d finfull Sodom, Sodom that offended 
Even him, as we do you, that vilely blended 
His gracious Promufes, did wreft his Powers, 
And violate his Laws, as we do'yours; 
Yeturg’d by.him whofe Zeal brooktno denyal, 
W ould have fav'd all,if ten were found but loyal. 
Great Prince, cowhom the Breath of Heaven hath 
The Principles of Mercy, inwhofeftead:s (read 
You fit as God to punifh, orto fpare, 
Whofe equal Hand can ruine, or repair 
Our ftaggering Fortunes: Pity, and, behold 
Rebellious Effex !. Peoplenow grown old 
In Dil-obedience, who deferv’dly fland (hand. 
Like Calves, expetting Death from your Jut 
>T was 


nat 


























nt a Ia RET ae DE TS 


Parel. RumpSongs. 109 


> Twas we that bleated firft Rebellion out, 

‘Who being Pulpit-led, not apt to doube 

Our LeCturing Zealots, and but green in reafon, 

piv ere made too wile,and frighted into Treafor : 
We are a Cock-brain’d Multitude, a Rabble 
/Ofall Religions, and we daily {quabble 

| About vain fhades, and let che {ubftance pafle, 

| Hating good Manners as we hate the Malle 5 

|) Our new difcretions every day convince, 

| Our old Rebellions, ’gainft fo mild a Prince 

. 








Were {carcely fixe, buc a frefh Ordinance comes, 

| And damns our Conf{cienceanto deeper Sums 5 

| Breaks ope our Houfes, Rifles all our Scuff, 

Nay more, as. if we had not yet enough, 

| Plunders our very wits; nay ifwe do 

| Shew buta forry fhrug, Malignants coo ; 

| That in fo much our people now obeys 

As many Tyrants as the Year hath dayes < 

| But we haveten, ten, ten times multiply’d, 

| And choufands moreto that, which have deny’d 

| To bend their knees to Baal, whereof fome lye 

| Cloyftered in Grates, where they unpictied, cry 

| For Superannuated Crufts, and there remain, 

| Even caking Gods and Charles his Name in vain: 

| Some {corning to be aw’d by Subjects, fled 
From their dear Wives and Children 3. led 
Like Theeves to Gaols, faluted with the Curfe 
Of every Dunghill fcurfe, with dure and worfe, 
Wherethey are fadly, but yet dearly fed, (dead: 
Some ag’d, fome weak, fome dying, and fome 
For their dear fake(great Carles) they undertake 
Deaths willing Martyrdome, for Charles his fake 5 
Fe gracious.to their County, fet her know 
Tliat the,a miferable Land, doth owe 
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Her {weet Redemption to theirCongruous merit, 
And leaft chey’le abjure what now they fcarce in- 
Lect that accuftom’d Sun-fhine ofyour Eye (herit, 
Enrich her foy!e, chat fhe may ftill out- vye (now 
Her Neighbouring Shires, & let chat brand which 
She wears, be fet on th’ Epidemick brow 3 

And let the Loyal Gencry ftill be known 

By chis firm Mark from che perfidious Clown 5 
Let chem, like treacherous {laves,bealwaies bound 
To pay Rack-rents, and only Till che ground ; 
Let neither them nor their bafe off-{pring dare 
To be fo rich as buy a Purchafe there. 


Dread Soveraign, 
Forgive, Forget, Remember, and Relent, 
Refemble him you fo much reprefent, _—_( free, 
And when pleas’d Heavens fhall fet thy Scepter 
Triumph in him, and wee’ll triumph in thee. 





a 


The Cryer. 


O Yes, ifany Man or Woman, 
Of what degree foever, 
Lord, Knight, Efquire, Gentleman, or Yeoman, 
Felt-maker, Burtou-maker, or Weaver, 
Coach-man, Cobler,or Brick-layer, 
Sheriff, Alderman, or Mayor, 
In City, Town, or Country, hath 
Loft his Religion, or his Faith, 
Let him forthwith repair toth’ Cryer 
Of Welt minster, where let him bring au 
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The Mark of what he doth require, 
And he fhafl hear on’t, if God bleffe the King. 





O Yes, ifany Man or Woman, 
Of what degree foever, 
From the Marquis,to the Yeoman, — 
From the Straw-hat cothe Beaver, 
From the Land-lord, to the Dray-man, 
Whether che Clergy, or the Layman, 
Hath |. ft a War-Horfe- Armes, or Dragoones, 
That were the Treafure of Buffoones ; 
Jewells, Money, Pearle, or Plate, 
Cups for Service, or for State 3 
Come to the Cryer, and you then (when, 
Shall! find them he knows where, but Ged knows 





—— 








The Cavaliers Prayer. 


‘Od bleffe che King and Queen, the Prince alfo, ih 
Gran all his Loyal Subjects poth high and low, lil 
For Koundheads can pray for themfeives we know; I 

Which no body can deny. 


The Devil take Pym and all his Peers, | | 

God bleffe Prince Rupert and his Cavaliers, iH 

For ifthey come hither Pym will ftink with-fears; 
Which no body can deny. 


God bleffe Rupert and Maurice withall, | iF 

That gave the Roundheads a great downfall, 

And knocke their Noddles *gaintt Worcester wall ; 
Which na lody can deny. 

Lawn 
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Lawn fleeves and Surplices muft go down, 
For why, King Pym.doth fway the Crowns 
But all are Bifhops that wears a Black Gown; 
Which no body can deny. 


Let the Canons roar, and the Bullets flye, 

King Pym doth {wear he’ll not come nigh, 

He fayes, its a pittyfull thing to dye ; 
Which no body can deny, 


The Horners they are brave Blades, 

I donot know, bute ic is faid 

The ftout Earl of Effx is free of that trade; 
Which 0 body can deny. 


TheBaker over Burton cannot domineer, 

For it is moft firmly reported here, 

He’s as free of the Pillory as ever they were 3 
Which no body can deny. 


There is Ifaack Pennington both wile and old, 

¥ do not know, but ’cis for truth told 

That he is eurned poor Sexton of Pauls. 
Which no body can deny. 





There is a Lord W both wife and ronnd, 
He will meet Prince Rupert upon any ground, 
And ifthat his hands behind him be bound ; 
Which few people will deny. 
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To whom it concerns. 


Ome, come, ye Cock- brain’d Crew, that can 
( {uppofe 
No crutch, bue chae which cravells through che 
( Nofe; 
That looks on Gods Anointed with thote Eyes, 
| You view your Prentices ; ye that can prize 
| A Stable with a Church; chat can Impeach 
A Grave Devine, and hear an Hoftler preaca ¢ 
Are ye all mad ? has your Fanatick zeal 
Stif'd your ftock.of Sences at a Meal? 
Have ye none left co look upon thefe Times ? 
Wich Grief,which you and the unpunifhe Crimes 
Have brought upon chis miferable Land ? 
Are ye all Bruits ?not apt to underftand 
The neighbouring ftroke of Ruine, cill’t be paft ? 
And you become the Sacrifice at laft? 
What would you have? can Reformation border 
On Sacriledge ? oc Truth upon Diforder ? 
Can Kifleing, and Religion dwell cogether? 
Can the way hence befaid che next way chicher ? 
Go, ply your Trades, Mechanicks, and begin 
To deal uprightly, and Reform within; | 
Corre& your prick-ear’d Servants; and perfwade 
Your long lov'd Armi-fulls; if you can chus trade 
In Pigges and Poulcry: let chem ceafe to (mootla 
Your Rumpled Follies, and forbear to fooch 
Your pious Treafons, thus co kick and fling , 
Againft the Lords Anointed, and your King. 
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By the Autbor. 


That neither loves for Fafbion nor for Fear, 
As far from Roundbead, as from Cavalier. 


To tbe City. 


Raw near you fa&ious Citizens; prepare 
To hear from me what hideous Fools you 
( are; 
What lumps offordid Earth ; ia which we find 
Not any leaft R efemblance ot a Mind; 
Unleffe to Bafenefs and Rebellion bent 
Againft the King, to aydethe Paliament; 
That Parliament, whofe Infolence will undoe _ 
Your Cities Wealch, your Lives, and Safety too: 
Are you fo ftuptd, dull, you cannot fee 
How your beit Vertues now are Treachery ? 
Apparent Treafon, Murder, and the like: 
How wich unhallowed hands your ftrive to ftrike 
Him, whom you thould your Loyalty afford, 
(Great Charles) the bleft Anointed of the Lord? 
How you do daily contribute, and pay 
Mony, your Truths and Honours to betray ? 
Bigg with Phanatique thoughts, and ary de- 
ire 
‘Tis you, that blew up che increafing rit 
Of fou! Rebellion, you that only bring 
Armies into the Field againft your King 3 
For were't not for fupportment from your Baggs, 
That Great and Higheft Court that only braggs 
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OF your vain folly, long ere this had bin 
~ Punifh’d for cheir bold Sacrilegious fin, 
Of AGual Treafon, there had never come 
Upon this Kingdom fuch a Martyrdom. 
Armes hang’d up as ufeleffe, and the State 
Recain‘d his freedom; had you kept your Plate, 
No Keinton- Battails had with Mothers curfe, 
Made Childlefs chere the Treafon of your Purfe; 
The Publick Pur{e o’th City; which mutt be 
Efteem’d the Caule of Publick Mifery; 
No Drums had frighted filken Peace from oue 
The Neighbouring Countries, nor need you aboue 
Your City with your puilded Mufquets goe 
Trayning, not for good Service, but for Shew; 
That the whole Town may fee your Feathere 
( {pread 
Over your Hatfs. as th’ Hornes doe o’re your 
Tae Humble Parliament had never dard ( Head; 
To have preftrib'd Laws to their King, but {pard 
Their Zeal in bringing Innovations, and 
Diftractions o're the beauitious face oth Land, 
They would not then have fo Supreamly broughe 
Their Votes , to bring ‘the Kingdomes Peace to 
(nought; 
Nor with fo fleight a value looke on Him, 
King Chavles, and only doted on King Pym; 
Nor for Authencick doétrine, have allow’d 
As Law, the Precepts of Ingenuous Strozvd; 
Hampden nor Martyn had notthen looke bigge 
Upon their King, nor Arthur Hafl:rigges | 
Nor yet K on whom we now confer 
The ftyle of Trayterous Earle of M———-» 
Seeur’d by you, the Patrons of the Caufe, 
Condemmn’d his Loyalty, and the Kingdoms Laws; 
12 Nor 
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Nor mif-led Effex, had not you been, nere 
hadacted on this Kingdoms Theater 

So many-Tragedies, nor Warwick fought 

T’ ingrofle the Naval Honours , no nor thought 
On any Adion fo unjuft, unmeet, 

As keeping from his Majefty his Fleet ; 

Tis you have done allthis, ‘y’ave beenthe Head, 
‘The very Spring from whence this River {pread 
The ftceams of foul Rebelizons which we know 

Ac laft will drown’d you with its over- flows 
Youthe Arch-Truytors are, you, thofe chat flew 
“The Kingdoms happineffe,and th’ Allegiance due 
Unto his Sacred Majefty, you, you @hat have 
Hetray’d this Nations Yonour to the Grave 

of lating Obloquy;, you that have deftroy'd 

The (miling wealth of th’ City,{ and made void 
The good Opinion, which the King before 

Had of your Loyalties, and th’ Faith you bore 
Toc Royal Stem; which till hasceo your great 
Advantage made this (aty their Chief Seat. 
Fond and fedicious Fools, d’ye think, yee 

Are wilfer than Times mumerows Progeny ? 

That have Ador’d your City, whendid Técy 
Your harmleffe Axceftors,firive to give away 
Their Wealch, and Duty from cheir Sovereigne 

( Lord, 

To make themfelves Traytors upon Record? 
When did they their P/ate and Cozne bring in? 
To be che Caufe of their own Ruyning ? 

They never us’d to fright their King, nor draw 
Tumults together, to affront the “ap. 

No, nor good Howes , their Corfl-ts flept, and all 
The Armes they us’d hung up in each mans Hall. 


They 
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They did not then enamel’d Aufquets carry 
To Train in Moor-fields, and in Finsbury : 
But did in Comely Archery excell, 

Like honeft grave Children of Adam Bell, 
And Climme oth’ Clough , now each of you will be 
- Morethana furious Wi liam Clondeflces 
_ And trace the Streets with terror, as if Ven, 
With Falk and Mannwaring, were the only Men 
Whom you did owe Allegiance to; as if They 
Coujd give you priviledge to difobey 

The Royal Mandate, which does them proclaim 
Guilty of Treafon, and you of the fame 5 

As deeply fland Impeache, and will at laft 

Pay dearly for’e, when your vain bopes are paft. 

AJ) fuccours, which you credzi for your Merit, 
Willbe afforded you, by the de/p oth’ Sprit, 
That isthe Devil; fure the Heavenly Powers, 
Will never Patronize fuch Adis as yours. 

Poor baffl’d City! baffled by a Crue 

Of Men, which are as avrant Fools as yous 
‘Surely your Brains can never be fo dill 

As not conceive this, which each empty Skull 

Muft needs refent; how that their only Ayme 

Js, to create your City all one Flame, 

And asthe Soak and Sparks do up afpire, 
They’le it and laugh ( like Nero) ac che Five 
Themfelves have made, unleffe your Heads be all 
Hornsand no Fi:fh, youneeds muff fee the Full 
That threatens you, like Lightning : To efchew 
Which Ruine, *twould be Wifedome to rene | 
Your lojt Allegiance , and Repentance bring, | 
As a frefh Visiim, to appeafe your Kings ! 
For be aflur’d , Whoto the King’s untrue, i 
Mufti intheir Native needs befalfe to you. 
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Th MONSTER. 


Eace, Vipers peace, let Crying blood nere ceafe 
To haunt your bloody Souls, that love noe 
And curft be chat Religion, that fhallery, (Peace. 
A Reformation with Phlebotomyes : 
Your Impiows Firebrands, whomthe very Tears 
Of Growning England, buried in their Fears, 
Cannot extinguifh; whom the bleeding Veins 
Of de(perate Ireland, which even now remains 
A very Golgotha, cannot aflwage 
Thofe Stripes , che earneft of Another Age 
Tafte of your falvage Piety, and ly 
The Lamb-lefs Martyrs of your Cruelty ; 
Whiift you lye (oftly emb’red,to encreafe 
The flames of Chriftendome, and cry no Peace, 
Let Sampfons coupled Mefengers convey 
Thofe Firebrands hence, and let them make their 
To their own Houfessconfume and devafte, (way 
Bury down their Barnes, and lay their Graynards 
Demolifa all within doors, and without, (wafte, 
Make havock there, deffroy both Branch and Root. 
Let all their Servants flee amaz'd; and cry, 
Fire, Fire, and let no helping hand be nigh; 
Let their Wives live, but only livet? appear 
Thornes in cheic Sides, and Thunder in their Ears; 
May al} their Sous run mad into the Sereet, 
And teeking Refuge there, there may they meet 
Th? encountering Sword, and whomit {pares to 
May they be Siavesand labour at the Mill: kill, 
Lec all taeir Daxghters beg, and begin vain ; 
Let them be ravifot firft, and chen be flriny 
be bay i Let 
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| Let all cheir Kindred wander up and down, 

| LikeVagabonds be lathe, from Town, to Tow: 

Lec bafeneffe be Entituled ontheir Names, 

Too firm for all recoveries: Olec Shames, 
Reproach, and I.afting Infamy, remain 

In deeper CharaGers than that of Cain 5 

Let Caitiff P—— and that Bloody Plot, 

Be Saniified now, or at leaft forget 5 

And let chofe Vipers. vindicate their Crimes 

In every Almanack to after times 5 (fences, 
Where may there Treafon live among their 
More firmchen Reigns of either Kings or Princes. 
Thus may. thefe Firebands thrive, and ifthis Curfe 
Succeed nor, let it yield urto a worte. (good, 
For them, let chem burn ftill, cill Heaven chinks 
To Quench chem in their Generations blood 5 

So that the World may hear them hiffle and cry, 
Who lov’d not Peace, in Peace fhall never dye. 











The Earl of Effex bis Speech to the Parlia- i 
ment after Keinton Battle. . 


Ail tomy Brother Round-heads, you that fit 
At home, and ftudy Treafon,’bove my Wit 
Or Valour to maintain; it’s you whofe hearts 
And brains are ftuffe wich all Devillifh dares 
Of Rapine, and Rebellion, you whofe dark 
_ Religious Villanies, hates the leaft {park 
: Of Juftice or Obedience to the King; 
| ‘Toyou, and none but you, true News I bring, 
14 With 














































































We {neake away ,and had more mind to 
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With all my Fellow Rebells that furvive, 

*Mongft whom in faith my elffcapt {carce alive : 
For when the Cavaliers, and Popifh Schollers 
Charg'd us fo hot, my Coach full of Rex-dollers 
J could have given to have been ten miles off ; 
And though the Zealots of our Party {coff, 

And taunt theKing’s well-wifhers,take*t from me 
Happy wereall the Round-heads that did flee ; 
They fcapt a (cowering, which through very fear 
Took me and all my Regiment in th’ Rear, 

At the firft Charge; for that when we fhould fight, 





For had J dards to venture my dear life, 

i fhould have rought once for the Whore my Wife 5 

Yet I dare {wear that we had won the day, 

Had not fo many fallen’ and runaway : © 

And yet for all chis Blood that hath been (pile, 

My Sword is guileleffe, forfaft bythe hile 

Jheld ic in my Scabbard, and ftill cry’d, 

Well done, Fight on, unto the Fools that dy’d; 

Whilft i ftole towards Warwick, to avoyd 

The Field, with the ‘ad Spetacle quite cloyd:: 

I loft my Coach, and ¢ which doth make me fret) 

I loft Slake*s Letter in my Cabinet, | 

That reveai’d all our Treafon, he good man 

Suffei’d ac Oxford, and unleffe I can ) 

Repent, ’tis faid, that J muft dye like him, 

Be Hang’d and Quarter’d, and you Mr. Pym: 

We muft be cautious, for the Cavaliers 

Have de/perate fouls, concerning thofe bafe fears 

That brought mee back again; befides, the 
| | ae CW cations eh ee 

Has a Juft Caufe you know, and though we bring 


The 
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The filly Multitude into the Noofe, 

Our-own hearts tell us we are like to loofe 

Our heads, if Charles prevail; which we muft do 
If he proceeds thus, to kill ten for ewo,: 

You muft provide new Armour, and more Armes, 
And a new Generall, chat dares hear Alarms 

Of Drums and Trumpets; onethat may have fence 
And valour to excell my Excellence. 

The Pecv.fh Women as | pafs’d che Strand, 

Blefle me knee deep, and would have kils’d my 
As King, whilft 1 moft curteoufly vayid (hand, 
My Hat, and Feather tothem, others rayl'd ; 

And them as wifhe, or knew Ihad the worft, 

For one that pray’d for me, dovoutly curft. 

The trueft News ofallI hope to tell ye, 

Is that Thave more mind co fill my belly, 

Then fight again, for that fame Dutchland Devil, 
Rupert, the Prince of mifchief, and all evil, 

My Viauals took away, and burft my Waggons, 
Whilft the Kings Forces fought with fiery Dragoons, 
And beat me out o’th” Field; alchough we blind 
The Multitude, and fay w’ had fea and wind, 

Yer I proreft the Elements themfelves 

Confpir’d to ruine us, Rebellious Elves: 

And to conclude, fome Feering Cavalier, 

+ Has put upon Us, ina Soy, this Jeers 

Rather than they fhould have the better a, 

That you and J were drawn and hang'd, oc 
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A Dialogue between the ZEALOTS 
———- wpon the Bec, in the Oath. 


aus Roger from a zealous piece of Freeze, 

\/ Rats'd to a Vicar ofthe Childrenthrees; 
Whole yearly Audit may, by ftri& account,’ 
To twenty Nobles, and his vails Amount; 

Fed on the common of the female charity, 
Uneill che Scots can briag about their parity, 
So fhotten, chat his Soul like to himfelf, 
Walks but in Querpo: chis fame Clergy Elf, 
Encountring with a Brother of the Cloth, 
Fell prefently to Cudgels with the Oth : 
The Quarel was, a ftrange mi(-fhapen Monfter 
&c.( God bleffe us! ) which they confter 
The brand upon the buttock of the Beaft, 

The Dragons.tayle ty’d ona knot, a neaft 
Of young Apocraphas, the fafhion 
Ofanew mental Refervation. 

While Roger thus divides the text, the other 
Winks and expounds, faying, My pious Brother, 
Hearken with reverence; for che point is nice, 

I never read on’t, but I fafted twice; nate 

And fo by revelation kaow it better, 

Zhan all the Idolaters o’ the Letter. 

With that he fwell’d, and fell uponthe Theam, 

Like great Goliah with his Weavers beam : 

I fay co chee, ec. thou ly*ft, 

Zhou art the curled lock of Antichrif : 

R.ubbith of Babel, for who will not fay, 

Zongues were confounded in ¢c ? 








| re ee . seas 
a name — Ee ee eee 


Part I. ‘Kump Songs. 123 


Who {wears @c. {wears more Oaths at once 
Than Cerberus out of his triple Sconce: 

Who views it well, with the fame eye beholds 
|The old half Serpent in his numerous folds. 


| Accurft éc. thou, for now I {cent, 

| What lately che prodigious Oy{ters meant. 

| Od Booker, Booker, how cam’ft thou to lack 

| chis Sign in thy prophetick Almanack ? 

| \c’s che dark Vault wherein th’ infernal plot 

| Of Powder ’gainft che State was firft begot. 

| Perufe the Oath, and you fhal! foon defery it, 

| By all che Father Garnets that ftand by it; | 

| Gainft whom the Church, whereof} ama Mem- 

Shall keep another fifth day of November: (ber, 

| Yerhere’snot all, I cannot halfe untruffe : 

| &c. it’s fo abominous. 

| The Trojan Nag was not fo fully lin’d! 

| Unrip @c. and you fhall fiad 

| Ogthe great Commiffary, and which is worfe, 

i’ Apparatour upon his skew-ball’d horfe. 

| ghen( tnally my Babe of Grace ) forbear, 

| @&c. will be too far to {wears 

| For ’tis ( to (peak in a familiar ftyle} 

| A York-foire wea-bic, longer, than a mile. 

| Then Roger was iafpir'd, and by Gods- diggers, 

| Hee’l fwear in words at large, and not in Fi- 
(gures. 

Now bythisdrink, which he takes offas loath 

To leave &c. in his liquid Oath. 

| His Brother pledg’d him, and that bloody wine, 

| He fwears thall feal che Synods Cataline. 

) So they drunk on, not offering to part 

| Tillthey had quite fworn out th’ eleventh quart: 


While 










































































t24 RumpSongs. Parl. 
While ‘all chat faw and heard them, joyntly pray, _ 
They and their tribe were all, &c. 





The Publique Faith. 


GToed off my Mafters: ’Tis your pence apeecey 

‘7 Fafoxy Medea, and che Golden Fleece; 

What fide the line good Sir ? Tigris, or Po? 

Lybia ? fapan ? Whisk ? or Tradinktido? 

St. Kits ? St. Omer? or St.Margaret’s Bay ? 

Presto begon ? or come aloft ? what way ? 

Doublets ? or Knap ? the Cog? low Dice? or high? 

By allthe hard names in che Letany, 

Bell, Bock and Candle, and the Pope’s great toe 

I conjure thy account : Devil fay no. : 
Nay, fince 'muft uncru(s, Gallants look ¢o’r, 

Keep your prodigious diftance forty foot, 

This is that Beaft of eyes in th’ Revelations, 

The Bafilisk has twifted up three Nations. 

Poutcus Hixius doxin, full of tricks, 

The Lottery of che vulgar lunaticks. 

The Kuapfack of che Staté, the ching you with, 

Magog and Gog ftew'd ina Chaffendith: 

A bag of Spoons and Whiftles, wherein men 

May whiftle when they fee their Plate agen. 

Thus far his Jnfancy : his riper age 

Requires a more myfterious Folio page. 

Now that time {peaks him perfe&, and tis pity 

To dandle him longer im aclofe Committee, 

The Elf dares peep abroad, the pretty Fool 

Can wag without a trackling ftanding-ftool; 

| Revenge 
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Revenge his Mother's infamy, and {wear 
' Hee’s elie fair Off-(pring:of one half-{core year; 
| The Heir of che Houfe and hopes, the cry 
| And wonder of the Peoples mifery- 
| Tis true, while as a Puppy it could play 

For Thimbles, any thing to paffe the day; 

But now the Cub can count, arithmetize, 

«link Mafenello with the Duke of Guaje 5 
| Sign for an Irifh purchafe, and traduce 
| The Synod from their Dogtrine to their Ule; 
| Give its Dam fuck, and a hidden way 
| Drink up arrears a tergo mantica, 
Aneverlafting Bale, Hell in Trunk-hofe, 
| Uncafed, the Divel’s Dox Qzixor in profe. 
The Beaft and the falfe Prophet twind together, 
| The fquine-eyed emblem of all forts of weather. 
_ The refufé of that Chaos ofthe earth, a 
- Able co give the World a fecond birth. 
| “Affrick avaunt! Thy trifling Monfters glance 
_ But Sheeps-eyed co this Penal Ignorance. 
That allthe Prodigies brought forth before 
Are but Dame Natures blufh lete on the (core. 
This ftrings che Baker’s dozen, chriftens all 
The crof-Jeg’d hours of time fince AJam’s fall. 

The Publick Faith? why. ’tis a word of kin, 
A Nephew that dares Cozex any fin. 
A Term cf Arc,great Bobemoth’s younger Brothers 
Old Machiavel, and haffa choufand other. 
Which’ When fubfcrib’d writes Legion , names on 
Abaddon, Belzebub, and Inculus, Ccrufs; 
All the Vice- Royes of darknefs, every {pell 
And Fiend wrap’d in a fhore 7rifillable. 
But Ifore-ftall the Show. Enter and fee, 

Salute the Door, your Exit thal! be free, 
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In brief’tis call’d Religions éafe, or lofe; _ 
For no one’s fuffer’d here to bear his crofle. 


wees - 








A(_ ommittee. 


Ogg Kunaves my Mafers, fortune guide the 


chance, 

No packing I befeech you, no by-glance 

Lo mingle pairs, but fairly thake the bag, 

Cheats in their {pheres like fubtile {pirits wag. 
Or if you pleafe the Cards run as they will, 
There is no. choyce in fin and doing ill. 

Zhen happy man by’s dole, luck makes the ods, 
Heads moft high that beft out-dares the gods, 
Thele are that Raw-bon'd Herd of Pharaoh's Kine, 
Which eat up all your Fatliags, yet look lean, 
hele are the after-claps of bloudy fhowres, 
Which , like the Scots, come for your guide and 

yours. | 

The Gleaners of the Fielde » Where, if aman 
Efcape the fword, that milder frying-pan; 
He leaps into the fire, Craraping the claws 
of fuch can (peak no Englith but che Caute. 


Under chat foggy term, chat Inquifition, 


Y’ are wracke ac all advencures Og fu[pitions 
No matter what’s the crime, a good eftate’s 
Delinquency enough to ground their hate, 
Nor fhall calm innocence fo (cape, as not 

Zo be made guilcy, or at leat fo choughe, 
And if the {piric once inform, beware, 

The fle(h and world bue renegadoes are,» 


This 


\ 
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| Thus onceconcluded, out the Teazers run, 
_ And in full ery and {peed cill Wat's undone. 
' So that a poor Delinquent fleec’d and torn 
| Seems like a man that’s creeping througha horn, 
Finds a {mooth entrance, wide, and fic, but whet 
Hee’s (queez’d and fore’d up through the meet 
‘end, 
| He looks as gaunt and pin’d, as he that {pent 
A tedious twelve years in an eager Lent; 
‘Or bodies at the Refurrediien are 
| On wing, juft rarifying into aire. 
| The Emblem of aman, the pitied Cafe 
And fhape of fome fad being once that was. 
The Type of flefh and blood, the Skeleton — 
And fuperfices of a thing that’s gone. 
| The winter quarter ofa life, the tinder 
_ And body of a corps fqueez*d to a cinders 
_ Whenno more tortures can be thought upon, 
Mercy fhall flow into oblivion. 
Mercifull Hel! thy Judges are but three, 
_ Ours muleiform, and in plurality’! 
- Thy calmer centures flow without recall, 
And in onedoom fouls fee their finall All, 
We travel with expectance : Suffrings here 
Are buc the earnefts of a fecond fear. 
Thy plagues and pains are infinice; tis true; 
Ours are not only infinite, but new. 
So that che dread of what’s to come,exceeds 
The anguifh ofthat part already bleeds. 
This only difference {wells *twixt us,and you, 
Hell has the kinder Dezils of the ewo. 
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The Model of the New Religion. 


W Hoop !: Mr. Vicar in your flying frock ? 
} What news at Babel now ? how. ftands the 
Whenwags the floud ? no Ephimerides? (Cock! 
Noughe buc contounding of the languages ? 
No more of th’ Saints arival ? or the chance 
Of chree pipes two pence and.an ordinance ? 
How many Queer-religions ? clear your throat, 
May a mamhave a peay-worcth ? four a groat ? 
Or do the, Janffoleap ac trufs-a-fayle? 
Three Tenencs clap while five hang on the tayle ? 
No Querpo midel? never a knack or wile? 
To preach for Spoons and Whiftles ? crofs or pile? 
No hints of crutch on foor ? no {parks of grace ? 
No late {prung light? to dance tke wilde-goofe 
¢€ chafe 2 
No Spiritual Dragoones that take,their flames 
From ch’ in{piration of the City Dames ¢ 
No crums of comfort to relieve your cry ? 
No new deale miace-meat of Divinity ? 
Come tets’s proje& : by the great late Eclipfe 
We juftly fear a famine of the lips. 
for Sprats are rofe an Omer fora fowle, 
Which gripes the conclave ofthe lower Houfe. 
Let’s therefore vote a clote humiliation 
For opening the {eal’d eyes of this blind Nation, 
That they may fee confefliagly, and {wear 
They have not feen at all chis fourteen year: 
And for the (plincs and {pavins too, tis faid 
All the joynts have the Riffcage, fince the head 


Swell’d 
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Arete {o prodigious, bid exciz ‘a the parts 
Fronv all Allegiance, but in tears and hearts. 

But zealous. Sér, what fay co a couch at Prayer 
How Quops the {pirit ? In whac garb or srite? 
With Soufe ereé&t, or pendent, winks, or haws ? 
Sniveling? or the extention of the jaws? 
Devotion has. its mode: Dear Sir, hold forth, 
Learning’s a venture of the fecond worth. 

For fince the peoples rife and its fad fall, 
We are infpir’d from much,to none at all. 

Brother adieu! \ fee y’are clofely girt, 

A coftive Dover gives the Saints the iquirt, 
Hence ( Reader.) all our flying news contra&s 
Like che States Fleet, from the Sceans into Ags : 

Buc where’s the Model all this while, you'll fay 

’Tis like che Reformation, run away. 
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To a Fair Lady weeping for her FZusband 
| (ommitted to rifon by the 
Parliament. 16 4.3. 
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my-Ufh,y lee them keep him if they can, 
i He’s not inhold while you are free, 
aie figh no more, but pledg eche man 
Vhat t chough in Renee ‘5 yet canhe 
e Prifoner unto none but chee 3 
The laen dry yo ur Bye es, for eV very tear 
Makes them like drowned worlds appear, 


¥ 


LaN 


























































130 © Rump Songs. — Part’. 


Poft throngh the Aire, my fancy went; 2 
Wich wings difguis'd, and there fteod by 

When he was brouglitto ch’ Parliament,:\ 
And ftreizhe to th’ Bar, to th’ Bar, they cry, 
The (milmg Captain asked, Why ? 

Wich that they foon drew up his Charge , 

Which Lady you fhall hear at large. 


Imprimis, he was married late 
Wich a Gold Ring, untoa Dame; 
Would make the bef ofus a Mate 5 
Wiccy, Pretty, Young, and Quaint, 
4nd fairer tien our felves can Paint: 
Her lips do fet mens teeth on edge, 
Sure cis a Breach of Priviledge. 


And her Malignant beauty, can 
Provoke our Members upto rile, 
Nay make our-General prove a man} 
And the Star-Chamber of her Eyes, 
Robs Subje&s of their Liberties : 
And then her voice keeps Eaves in awe, 
Even like the High-C iffion Law 
ven lke the Hign-WOmmmiOn Law, 


Nay more, the fair Delinquent hath 
A pair of Organs in her throat , | 
Which when fhe doth infpire with breath, 
She can command in every noat, = 
More then both our Houfes Vote 
Her very Hair, put in Array, 
Canfeccter omr Militia. 


Her Cheeks ftill Nacures Pattent have, 
Noe yec call’d in, for only fhe 
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.Inthem ingroffed all that’s brave, 
And other Ladies Hucifters be, 
Her Beauty’s the Monopolie ; 
Whentheirsis{pent, co her they come, 
And chaffer with her face for fome. OU 





She keeps an Alter on her brow, 

Her Eyes cwo Tapers oneach fide, 
There Superftitious Lovers bow 3 

Her Name is Mary too befide , 

Who owns a Faith chat’s fanGifi'd 5 
Let’s clap up him cill further leiture, 
And fend for her to wait our pleafure, 


Then go fair Lady, follow him, 
Fear no Trumpet, fear no Drum, 

Fair Women may prevail with Pym, 
And one {weet {mile when there you come, 
Will quickly ftrike the Speaker dumb: 

If not, then let onetear be {pent, 

And ’ewill diffolve che Parliament. 











ee 











Mr. Fullers Complaint. 


Now. her f{corn; 
Ambitious to be forlorn, 
Self, by felfcorn; 
Stand amaz’d? | 
Thy woesare blazd, | 
By filence beft, 


And wanting words, even wonder ovt the reff. 
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| aaa once Europes joy, 
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Help Gracious King, 
The fource and (pring 
OF all our blifs, 
Alas the faule’s not his; 
Good Prince how is he griev’d, 
That he’s miftook? 
Or what’s a Curfe, 
Far worfe, he. is not beliey’d, 


Part-I; 


Help long-wifhe for Parliament, 
If fo good by your intent ; 
And wall, 
And:skill, 
| is your fucceffe ? 
Alas Malignant humors lurk, 
And caufe the Phyfick not co work, 
iV 


i] 
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To give our woes redreffe. 


Help in the Law, ye Learned Sager, 
Studied well in former ages: 
Bue our’Rents 
Are above all Prefidengs ; 
In fight, what's might, 
; That’s right : 
Por Statutes are by Lawyers awed, 
And Common-law by Canon-law out-lawed, 


Help ye Divines our fouls to plaifter, 
Settle the Legacy which your Mafter 
Bequeath’d to his own at his decea(e, 
B.ven Peace: 
Alas alas in Gilead, 
There is no balm for to be had ; 
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O Cruell, gone 
They that fhould holy water bring, bring fire a 


No help, no help, 
Why then ‘tis vain 
For to complain ; 
And why men fio with all cheir heare, 
Sorrow only but in part 5 
And ftill they ery 
That all is all, 
And love to make’e and keep’e fo fill. 
Since then our wounds 
Are grown fo wide, 
And all means ery’d, 
And all deny’d ; 
Good God help usat laft, 
Before all help be paft, 
For this is lure, 
Mea made the wounds, which only God can cure: 








Upon wearing the Kings Colours. 


Las, \ what take ye pepper inthe Nofe 
. To fee King Charles his Colours worne in 
>Twas but an Ornament to grace the Hat (Pole ? 
And muft we havean Ordinance for that’ 
Oferious worthies ! how can you difpence 
nce 


on a 


With fo much time to draw a Grieva thence ? 
Buc you do very well to make it known, 
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You canand will {uppreffe it, well, you may 

Do even what you pleafe, we muft obey; 

| hepe you'll take in hand the Laylors Trade, 
And teach us how our Apparell muft be made, 
‘That women in a Vote fhall plainly fee 

How wide their Smocks and Petticoats fhall be: 
If chis continue, faith curn Barbars too, 

And cut our hair of the fame length you do; 
And let it be nolefsa Crimethen Treafon, 

To wear, do, er {peak any thing that’s reafon: 
As for the King, you'll fay he’s King, ’tis crue, 
Bue he can rule himfelf, and order you : 

What, can he fo? he’s mightily too blame, 

And faln into difpleafure for che fame; 

He will noe grant that you're hisFriends,’tis true, 
should youruletwo Kingdonis as a third does 

) fee gir ( you, 

Leit from a Ribbin then, fhould {pring a Faction, 
“Twas wilely done to flop its growth r’ch? A&ion; 
Yet in defpighe of you, that this controule, | 
Vie wear my Soveraigns Colours in my Soul, 


ee ce 


A Western Wonder. 


Wy? you not know, not a fortnight agoe, 
How they brag’d ofa Weftern wonder? 
When a bundred and cen, flew five thoufand men, 
With che help of Lightning and Thunder. 
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7 here Hopton was (lain, again and again, 
Or eife my Author did ve: 
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But now.on which fide, was this Miracle try’d, 
[ hope weat laft are even; 

For Sir Ralph and hisKnaves, are rifen from their 
-And Cudgel’d the Clowns of Devon. (Graves, 








And now St came,for his Honour was lame 
Of the Gout three months together; (Gout, 

But it prov’d when they fought, buta running 
For his heels were lighter then ever. 










For now he out-runs, his Armes-and his Guns, 
And leaves all his money behind him ; 

Buc they follow after, unleffe he take water 
At Plymouth again, they will find him. 







What Reading hath coft_ and St ——— hath loft, 
Goes deep inthe Sequeftration ; 
Thele wounds will not heal, with your new Great. 













Nor Fepfons Declarations. (Seal, | 
Now Peters,and Cafe, in their Prayer and Grace, i 


: Remember their new Thanksaiving 5 
 Tfaack and his Wife, now dig for their life, 
And fhortly muftdo’t for their living. 














A SONG. 


a" He world is now eurn’d upfile-down, — | 
1 °Tis thoughe K. Charles will his Grown 
The Roundbeads now fhall all be put dowtt, 
And alas poor Parliament NOW, W.PPyHOM 
K 4 Prince 
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Prince Rupert made fair work t’other:day, 
He kild all the Troopers chat dart to itay, 
The refthekild, their Horfes running away): 
And alas poor Parliament NOW, NOW, NOW. 
And Effex his hornes hung fo in his light, 
Alas poor Cuckold, he could not fee to fight, 
And both Houfes they were al] ready to ——» 
And alas peor Patliament NOW, now, now: 


Then fend for W7————~ and givehim good pay, 

He’le hoile up his Sayles and carry you away, 

Jn hopes you’le ftand his Friend another day: 
And alas poor Parliament HOW, HOW, now. 
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Roast, 
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My fi D fh hd ® 2 of . f y ; ¢ 
Upon Alderman Atkins bewraying ints. Slops 
« i ; Lat s £ ‘ 5 
on the great Training day, 


ll Qual ee ae fe ee oa | ny os \ ea ay fe 
sing the ftrange adventures and fad Fate, 


t did befall a Collonel of late, 
Sui 1A 


] > on as 
ire; a Warlike hardy wighe, 
cis, We cannot call him Knight, 
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| For feats of Armes none could come near him then, 
He {melt fo ftrong, and when eight thoufand men 
Difcharg'd their Mulquets, he difcharged too, 
But what? his Office and hisGuts? what though 
He made a Houfe of Office of his Hofe 2 . 
Scand further off, ifit offend your Nofe : 

Belike he meant to hanfell his New Satcen, 

Or, like fat Oxen, inhis dung to batten ; 

But when in triumph he from Finsbury 

Came home to Leaden-hall, he call’d to fee 

His Helena; his Sultaneffe, when the 

At’s firftapproach {mele out his Knavery ; 

And left by the hot skirmith of the day, 

Her Paris might mifcarry inthe way, 

Or mett with fome wounds, fends for in all hafte 
Shambrock the Chirurgion, who begins at th’ wafte 
Tuntruls, and as he fumbling downwards tends, 
He had the bufinefle at his fingers ends; (Quean 
Foh, quoth the Chirurgion, call che Kitchin 
With clout.in hand co make his Worfhip clean ; 
Then about th? Mafter all che Servanes fhuff’d, 
He, like old Lockwood inthe Counter, feuff’d, 
Shew’d two broad mighty Hanches all bewray’d, 
Nay then, quoth Shambrack, how {hall be paid 
The Devil a wound J fee, is this the prime 

Of the fix City Colonels in good time? 

They fay chat fhicten Inck is good,and | 
Will put it to the Vote of Chivalry, 
Whether all benot likely well to jump 

In th’ New Militia, when.a ——« is trump. 
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“The Downfall of Cheapfide-Crofle, 
May 2,3, 4.1643, 9” 


W haft thou done poor.Croffe, that this 
(hard doome 
Is laid upon thee? what 1s now become 3 
OF all chy gilded Images? for behold, (Gold, 
~ ‘That now is Stone and Brick ,. which once feem’d 
The City-Rulers , incheir Graver wit, 
And late got Power, have now thought it fit, 
That thon fhouldft be demolifht,and pluckt down 
By ch? warrant of Lord I/aack Pennington; 
London's chief ( ut vis) who thinks ftoreof good 
He doth, in prifoning , hanging, fhedding b ood, 
In robbing, plundering each thats good. to's 
(Kings 
Becaufe no Plate, nor Mony, they will bring 
Into Guildball : nay then it isno wonder, 
If by hisOrder thou are plucke afunder, 
When firft the cop of thee with manya knock 
They did beat down, ( Lord ) how the filly flock 
Of Round-heads fhouted,looking upto th’ Skies, 
Giving God thanks for the great Vittortes 
They had got ’gainft chee, whilftche Drums did 
| ( beat, 
And Trumpets founding ; truly 1t was meet: i 
They threw their Hatts up, and their Muskets 
Cfhot, 
They thook. their Heads, and clapt their Hands, 
( what not? 


And 
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And thus when any Pi&ture, Legge, or Arme 
Was throwntoth’Ground, the Roundheads all 
| ( did {warme, 
And fundry heaps tumbling one on another, 
Striving who firft fhould fee it, then a Brother 
A long Prayer made for thanks, that now they 
(might, 


Doe what they lift, be it nor Juft, nor Right; 


For now they keep the whole City in awe, 

With wrong-expounded, and mifconftrued Law, 

Doing what they chink fic, what’s good i’th 
( eyes 

Of them, being led even as their Spirits rife, 

But fur their Mildemeanours let this Curfe 

Lightuponthem, oraten-times far worfe : 

May they no Silver have, nor yet no Gold, 

Becaufe there’s Crofles in’t : and, to be bold, 

May they lead Lives fo croft with grief and care, 

That, at the laft, may bring them to defpair, 

May they no good ching quietly enjoy, 

May they even perifh as they walk,and dye, 

And may they ftill croft be, and croft again, 

May Croffes mixe wich Loffes be their pain, 

Nay, becaufe Croffes they defire none, 

May they have ever Croffes two for one, 


> May all cheir Nofesrot , that we may know 


Them, may their Eares aslong as Affes grow, 
May their Hair nere.be long, and may their 
( hands 

Even pine away, may they ftink as they ftand : 
And toconclude, may they al] lead crofle Lives, 
Nay, which 1s worfe, be troubled wich crofle 
| ( Wives. 
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A AV ideation of C heantide “roffe aoainft 
the Roundbeads. 





® “Ut I chen down? isan eternal doome 
3 LV a Patt out againft me >muft I needs to Rome ? 
And why ? it is: contrary to the Laws, 
T o judge th’ offendor e’rethey hear the Caufe. 
Why come you arm’d againft me ? what may be 
The caufe of difference ’cwixt you and me? 
Have \eranigreft che Law? or did J ever 
Our gracious Soveraign from his People fever ? 
Did ltoa fa&ious Covenant fubferibe, 
Orturna Jack-on-both-fides fora bribe? . 
Rebellshave long our wifht for bliffe defer*d, 
All rofe in armes, but yet I never ftir’d. 
When fuch a Prick+ear troop upon me gaz'd, 
Crying (no Cro ) good faith | flood amaz dg: 
1 was ftruck duit with wonder, and farre 
C wor fe, 
Becaule (e P'de gold about me,fear’d my Purfe, 
his zealous rabble came not toadore me; 
Yer(t ahies to th’ bate \fome fell down before 
Others ran quite away, the reft difputed, (me, 
Mait-uting g Script ure phrafes, but pondinted 
Wiledome they cal’d A pocriphal, threw dirt on 
All Fathers faces, but Saint P—_—— and Burtoy. 
Was God ith Y middle éof this Congregatro me 
Or were they led | by inft atts or revelation? 
Kings dofe their Grown, and Cardinals their 


Ally TYUty fibeb are unto a Cr Tew vy of Cro Ops. (Copes, 
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But do’s raced fuch a hatred bring, 

To hate the very; picture of a King? fear i 

| Brethren, what would) you have? or what d’y 

Ydrawno fword; nor dol wearlong hair. 

Yle do no wrong (though arm’d with Pikes 

( about 2 

| Would you know why? twas to put Round- 
( heads outs 

| Who have not {worn, but tane.a Proteftation 

| To leave no golden Cr offe to bleffe our Nation: 

They will divideimy Goat, my.Fleth, my Bones, 


| Theyle thare the,.Gold, and give their Wives 


(the Stones. 
| They fay they’le pluckthe Tower of Babel down, 


| All things go right when there’s no Croffeit'a 





i 
I 
: 
I 
i 
| 
| 
| 


¢ vee 
But who canlive withoutthent? Croflesar 
The good mans bieflings, and his certain fhares 
He that would winan everlafting Crown, 
Muft elevate his Croffe, not throw it down, 


| They*le have no Common Prayer, but do abhor 





Ali-chat is common, 

| Will you hearreafon? that’s not common to yes 

| Will Prayers prevail? He pray ex tempore. 

| You think’tis juftice that your faGtious crew 

Are crofieto me’canfe! am Crofletoyou: 

You will have fleth:for flefh:, Ie’s very:dear 

| That Peters nofe fhould pay for: Malchas ear. 

| ifhe'fhould fauffle now, chac were a jet, 

| That very thing would make him fully blett 

| You’l run to hear him, and cry’s doctrine pete, 

| Though non-fenfe, in regard heftands folong. 

Pur out his eyes next time,and you may ers y find, 
A fecond like. the firft, and’s dogtrine blin 
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Some Call me Popifh, and repore they fee 
Divers adore me, what’s all ehac to me? 
Becaufe chey worfhip me fhall] fall down 
Unto fuch Calves, Mechanicks of the Town. 
*Tis Popery, let them kneel chat lift, He fland? 
Before {le bow, Ile fly to fome ne w Land, 

Be forry Brethren, Jam pleas’d to think 
*Twas from toolittle wit, ortoo much drink. 
Ile be a Rotindhead (piritually fent 

To pardon your affronts, if youl repent. 

Lam a fce to Rome, for you thall find 

When I am gore, there’s the more room behind. 








De ee ene ec oaTnnaaannaall 


A Song in defence of Chriftmals. 


Ow Chriftmaf is come, lee us beatup the 
Drum, 
And call our good Neighbours together, 
And whenthey appear, let us make them good 
chear, 
That will keep ouc the wind and the weather, 
To feaft at this feafon,] chink ’tis no treafon, 
I could give you a reafon why, 
Though fome are fu pure,that they cannot endure 
to feea Nativity Pye. 


J cannot but wonder, that che Souldiers fhould 
plunder, 
For keeping our Saviours birch, 
For all Chriftians then, or] cannot tell when, 


Should fhew foreh their joy and cheir mirth, 
| But 
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Buc our Saints now adayes, defpife good old 
wayes , 
‘Gainft which they both preach and pray, 
But co give them their dues, they’re no better 
than ewes, 


That {peak againft Chriftmafs day. 


Thefe like che good chear, all times oth’ year, 
’Tis the birth daythat doth them annoy, | 
Plumb-porrage and brawn, and the Doe and the 
Fawne, : 
With. the Creature , they love to enjoy, © 
They often have meetings, and then there’s fuch 
greetings, 
Such traceing of Sifters about , (fay 
They preach and they pray, but Imuft not now 
What they do when their Candles are out. 











“Yet I cannot forbear, to tellin your ear 
What befell at a breaking of bread, 
How a Virginfullmeat, went thither to eat, 
But it coft her, her Maiden-head; 
Thefle men of high merit , though much for the 
| {piric, 
Are yet for the Flefh now and than, \ 
For a new Babe of Grace, was got near the Place, i] 
By a Congregational man. \ 
The Dippers and Ranters , and our Scotch Co- 
venanters, | 
That bragge of their Faith and their Zeale, 
Thefe abound in their fainings, but Ple mike no 
complainings, 
Nor will I their Secrets reveale, 
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Thé poor C évslies sy that filllive in fears 

Of Prifons, and Sequeftration, 
Though they keep Chriftmaffe day, are more ho- 
3 >) neft than they, 
But Honefty’s quite out of fafhion. 


If you view Our great Cities, and our Countrie 
Committees , 
You will not find overmuch there, 
Our Divines; chaugh they preach icf, themfelves 
: do fcarce reach it; | 
And our Lawyers havelictleto fpare. 
T could tell of fome more’s that haveno sreat 
ftore, 
Of our Gentry; both Old and New, 
Bue I chink it isbeft, with edge tooles not to 
jel, 
Nor to {peak all we know to be true. 


But the poor Cavalier , asto mirthe and good 
cheer €, 
Muft now bid Chriftmafs adieu, 
ithe Taxes hold on, their Money will be gone, 
They will want both co bake and to brew, 
Their Healths areput down, whoadher’d to th 
Crown, 
Tis chey that muft faft and pray, 
For to any mans thinking, both their eating and 
drinking, 
Is like to be taken.away. 
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"The Bifhop of Oflery on the Rebels. 





Et proud Babilon ceafe to boaft 
'g Ofher Pyramid’s ftately {pires, 
| This Rebellion is more ftrange, 
Surmounting all Infernal fires. 
No Age the like hath ever bread, 
' Nor fhalf whenthefe Rebells be dead. 








| Pill on St, Paul's Church Door. 


His Houfe isto be let , 

Ic is both wide, and fair; 
| If yon would know the price of ie, 
Pray ask of Mr. Maior. 





Ifaack Penningtone 


ere 








Hat though the Zealots, pull down the 
( Prelates, 

Pufh ac the Pulpic, and kick at the Crown, 

| Shall we not ever, firive to endeavour 

| Once more to purchafe our Royal Renown ? 
Shall not the Roundhead firft be confounded ? i 
Sa, (a, fa, fa boyes, ha, ba, ha, ha boyes, i 
L Then 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Then wee'le return home, with Triumph av 

ee ( OY» 

Thenweel’e be merry, drink Sack and Sherry ; 

And we will fing Boys’, God bleffe the King Boys, 
Caftup our Caps, and cry , Vive Le Roy. | 


What thongh the wife, make Alderman Ifeack, 
Put us into Prifon, and fteal our Eftates; 


Though weare forced, to be un-horfed, 


And walk on foot, as ic pleafeth the Fates, 

In the Kings Army , no man will harm ye; (Boys, 
Then come along Boyes, valiant and fron 
Fighe for your Goods,which the Roundheads 

And when you venter,. London to enters (enjoyes; 

And when you come Boys,with Phife and Drum 
/faack himfelf fhall cry, Vive le Roy, (Boyes, 


Ifnot chen, chufehim, "twill not excufe him, 
Sitice honeft Parliaments never made them 


| “ ( Theeves; 
Charles ne're did furder , Theeves di pt in Mur-~ 


| ( ders 
Never by Pardon, long Leafe , or Reprieves; 
For fuch Conditions, and Propofitions 
Will not be granted, then benct daunted, 
We will our honeft old Cuftomes enjoy : 
Pauls now rejected, fhall be re{pected, 
And in the Quire, Voyces fing hire, 
Thanks to Fehovab, then Vive Le Roy, 
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On two Parliaments diffolved. 


WoParliaments diffolv’d ! then lee my heart; 
As they in Faion, it in fra&tion part, 
And, like the Levite fad with rage, a{cribe 
My piece-meal Portion co each broken Tribe, 
And fay, that Bethleben, Fudahs love, hath been 
Wrong’d by che Fag-end crue of Benjamin, 
O Let fiich High prefiumpction be accurfi, 
Whenthe laft Tribe fhall wrong the beft,and firft; 
While, like che Levite, our beft Charles may fay, 
The Ravenous Wolfhath feiz’d the Lions prey. 
Thus oft Inferiour Subjeéts are noe hye’, 
A love tomock at Sacred Majefty. — 
What Faculty fhould not beinjured, 
if chat che Feet had Power to (purnthe Head ? 
And Kings Prerogative miay foon fall down, 
When Subje&ts make a Footftool ofa Crown: 
The Searrs, the Heavens Inferiour Courtiers, 
,) ( mighe 
Command the Darkneffe, but not rule the Light, 
Nor him that made it; fhould they all combine 
Wich Luna at che fu.l, our Sun fhould thine 
Brighter than chey, nor can he be fubdu'd, 
Though he bute one, and they a Multitude. 
Say, Snbjects ye were Starrs, and *cwere allow’d, 
You juftly ofthe Number might be proud; 
Yet to your Sun be humble, and know this, 
Your Light is borrowed, not your own, but Hiss 
When the unfettered Subjects of the Seas, 
The Fountains, fele cheir feet, and eafe, 
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No fooner {fnmmon’d, but they nimbly went 

To meet the Ocean at a Parliament. | 

Did chen thefe petty Fountains fay their King, 
The Ocean, was no Ocean, but a Spring ? 

Let mealone, if frefh excels of ftore 

Can make me poorer than I was before. 

And fhall we then the power of Kings di(pute? 
And count it leffe, when more is added to’c? 
No, let che Common hody, it ic can, 

Be not a River, buc an Ocean, 

And {well inco a Deluge, till ic hide’ 

The top of Mountains in its teeming pride. 
Kings, like Noabs Ark, are nearer to che Skies, 
The more the Billows underneath chem rife. 

You then, whoif your hearts were firft inlove, 
Mighe fit in Counfell wich che Gods Above : 
You, that do queftion your Kings Power Below, 
If you come there, will you ufe Heavens King fo ? 
Do no: afpire, you muft cake up you reft 

More fafe Below, than in the Eagles neft. 

Hath Clemency offended? will you harm, 
And pluck the Sun from Heaven that makes you 

(warm? 

No King nor Bifhops pleafe ? what, have we got 
An Outfide Eaglifh, and an Infide Scot ? 

If Faction chus our Countries Peace diftrakts, 
You may have wane of Parliaments, noc 4&s. 
Ill-ended Seffions, and yee well begun, 

Zoo much being {poke hath made too little done. 
So Faction thrives, Puricanifm bears fway, 

None muft do any thing but only Szy, 

Stoop, ftoop, you baren-headed Hills, confe 
You mighe be fruitfuller, if ye were leffe. 


= 
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Trembleye thred-bare Commons : are you vext 
That Lambs feed enye? Lions will come next. 


a 


i 


Colfonel Vernes Encouragement to his 
Souldiers. 


A SONG. 


| | ee on brave Souldiers for the Caufe, 
Fear not the Cavaliers, 
Their threatnings are, as fenceleffe as 
Our jealoufies and fears. 
"Tis you muft perfe& this great Work, 


And all Malignants flay, 
You muft bring back the King again 
The clean contrary way. 


"Tis tor Religion that you fight," 
And for the Kingdoms good, 

By robbing Churches, plundering them,’ 
And fhedding Guiltleffe blood. 

Down with the Orthodoxal train, 
All Loyal Subjects flay, 

When thefe are gone, we fhall be bleft 

- Fheclean contrary way. 


When Charles we have made Banckru pt, 
Of Power and Crown bereft him, , 
And all his Loyal Subje&s flain , 
And none but Rebells lefe him, 
) L 3 When 
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When we have beggar’d all the Land, 
And fent our Trunks away, 

Wee'le make him thena Glorious Prince 
The clean chatrary way. se 


Tis to preferve his Majefty, 
That we againft him fight, 

Nor ever are we beaten back , 
Becaufe our Caufe is right, 

Wfany make a f{crupleat 

- Our Declarations, fay 

Who fight for us, fight for the King 
The clean contrary way. 


At iE: Brainsford, Plymouth, York, 
And divers Places more, 

What Vi&tories we Saints obtain, 
The like nere feen before. 

How often we Prince Rupert kill’d , 
And bravely wonnethe day, 

The wicked Cavaliers did run 
The clean contrary way. 


The true Religion we maintain, 
The Kingdoms Peace and Plenty, 
The Priviledge of Parliament, 
Not known to One of twenty. 
The antient Fundamental Laws, 
And teach men to obey 
Their Jawfull Soveraign; and all thefe 
* The clean contrary way. 


W ee, Subjects Liberties preferve 
By PURO eOrt and Pander : 





| 
' 
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_ And do enrich our felves and State, 





By keeping th’ Wicked under. 


_ Wee muft preferve Mechanicks now 


To Le&orize and pray, 


| By them the Gofpel is advanc't 


The clean contrary way. 


| And though the King be much mifled 


By chat Malignant Crew, 


| Hee’le find us honeft at the laft, 


Give all of us our due. 


| For wedo wifely plot, and plot 


Rebellion to allay, 


He fees wee ftand for Peace and Truth 


The clean contrary way. 


The Publique-Faith fhall fave our Souls, 


And our good Works together, 

And Ships fhall fave our Lives that ftay 
Only for Winde and Weather. 

But when our Faith and Workes fall down, 
And all our Hopes decay, 


| Our A@s will bear us up to Heaven 


The clean contrary way. 


SSS SS 
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A Secoud Weflern Wonder. 


47 Ou heardofthat wonder, of the Lightening 
| Eee ; i «» Cand Thunder, 
“Which made the lyefo mach the louder ; 
Now lift to another, that.Miracles Brother, ; 
Which was done with a Firkin of Powder. 


Oh what a damp, ftruck through the Gamp, 

. Butas for Honeft Sir. Ralph, ele 

Ic blew him to the Vies, without beard, or -eyes, 
But at leaft threeheads and a half. 


When out came the book, which the Neas-monger 

From'the preaching Ladies Letter, (took 
Where in the firft place, ftood the Conquerors face, 
~ VVhbich made it fhew fo much the better. 


But now without lying, you may paint him flying, 
_ At Briffoll they fay you may finde 
Great William the Gon, fo faft he did run, 

‘That he left half his name behind. 


And now came the Poff, faves‘all that was loft, 
But alas, we are paft deceiving, 

By a trick fo ftale, or elfe fuch a cay! 

* Might mount for a new Thanks-giving. 


This made Mr. Cafe, with a pittifull face, 

_ Inthe Puipitcofalla weeping, ~~ eyes, 

fhough his mouth utter’d lyes, cruth fell from his 

"’"VVaich kepe our Lord Muzor from fleeping. 
OE aes ae ’ a nh artes Now 
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- Now fhue up fhops, and (pend your laft drops, 
For the Laws of your Caufe,you that loath um, 
Left Effexfliould flarc, and play the Second part, 
OF Worfhipfull Sir Fobu Hotham. 


The Battel of Worcefler. 


LI you that be true to che King & che State, 
Nome liften, and Tle tell you what happen’d 
Ina large field near Worcefters gate, ( of late, 

| Which no bedy can deny. 


| Brave Sir Fobn Byron, true to the Crown, 

“VVich forces too few, tis very well known, 

VVent thither, cis faid, tokeep che Town, 
Which no body can deny. 


But whether’ewas true, ye have learn’d to guels, 
Asfor my own part I thiak no leffe, 
To give youa tafte of our Future fucceffe,. 

Which no body can deny. 


Thither came Fixes with armes Complete , 

The Town to take, and Byrow defeat, 

Provifions were made, but he fiaid not to eat , 
which no body can deny. 


But as foon as heheard our great Guns play, 
VVith a Flea in’s ear, he ran quite away, 
Like the lawfull begotten Som of Lord Say, 

. ag Which no body, ec. 


Nay 
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Nay had che old Crop-ear’d his Father dar’d 4. 

To approach the walls,his defign had bin marr’d5 

For Byrow would not have proved a VVard. 
Which no body can deny. 


Pox-onhim he-keeps his Patent yet, 
But {hope next Term he fhall not fi, 
Twas but quam diu fe bene Gefferit, 
Which no body, &c. 


But now behold, increafed in force, 

Hee comes again with ten Troups of Horfe, 

Oh bloudy-Man he had no remorfe, | 
Which no body, ec. . 


They marched up boldly, without any fear, 
Little thinking Prince Rupert was come fo near, 
But alas poor fouls it coft chem dear, 

Which nobody, ee. 


The Prince like a Gallant man of his trade, 
Marche out of theTowz till this quarter was made, 
Sir, the Enemies are near at hand it is faid : 

: Which no body, &c. 


Where, where are they? Prince Rupert cryes, 
And looking about with fiery eyes, 
Some thirty behind a hedge he fpyes. 

Which no body, tc. 


This Forlorn-hopehe no fooner faw, 
Buc 4. or 5.more did towards them draw 5 
He asked, who’sthere? one anfwer’d him, haw, 
| Which no body, & cs 
~The 
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The man youll fay was rudely bred ; 
The Prince fhot a Bullet into his head, 


>’ Bis haw had been better ipared then faid, 





W hich no body, Oc 


Prince Maurice then, to fecond his Brother, 
Difcharg’d his Piltol, and duwn fell another, 
"Twere pitty bucnews were’ fent cohis Mother, 

: Which no body, Oc. 


Lord Digly flew one to his great fame, 

So did Monfieur de Lifle, and Sir Rich. Crane, 

And another French man, witha harder name » 
Which no body, Cc. 


Prince Rupert to his own Force retireds .. (fred, 

And bad them not fhoot tillcheir Doublets were 

His Courage and Condu& were boch admired, 
Which no body, @'c. 


He Charged but twice, yet made them fhrink, 
>Twere hard to get off now one would think, 
Yet both can do it as eafie as drink. } 

| Which no body, Oc. 


Then have amongft ye, quoth Sir Lewes Dives, 
Fora good Caufe you know alwayes thrives, 

His heart in his fhoulders coft many mens lives, 

| Which no body, OCe 


Fobn Byron did as bravely fight 5 

To the Prince of Wales his great delight, 

He came home in fafety and was madea Knight. 

ai’ 2 si Which no body, O'¢e 
“n 7 My 
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My Friend; David Walter in Doublet white, 
Wichout any Armes either rufty or bright, 


Charg’d through them ewice like a licele {prighe, 
Which no body, @c. 





But oh Prince Maurice, where was he ? 

Where one of us would be loath to be, 

Surrounded with Butchers three times three, 
Which no body. 


Thefe men of Eaft-cheap little faid, 

But all their blows at his head they made, 

As ifthey had been at work at their Trade, 
Which no body, @c. 


Then came a French- man fiery and keen, 

He broke the R ing and came in between, 

Ere a man'let a —-— not a Butcher was feen. 
Which nobody, &c. 


Brave Lord Wilmot, by whofe hands did fall 
Many a Rebell ftouc and call, : 
Came to him without any Armes at all, 

Which nobody, ee. 


Their Horfes then clofe up they fpurd, | 

The wounds they gave wereall with the Sword, 

The Piftols proved not worth a ~. oney, 
Which no body, ee 


But the Parliament having quite forgot 
To Vote that Sandys fhould not be fhot 
By the hand of a Mvunfier he went to che pot. 
; \ : Which no body, &ec. 
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| Douglas a Scotch-man of great fame 
‘Was flain that day for want ofthe fame 5 
‘The Houfes in this were much to blame, 


' Which no body, ce 


Ofall their chief Commanders that day, 
‘hold it fic] fhould fomething fay, ° 
His name was Brown, and heranaway, 


Which nobody, &¢- 


Ifa few more o’em fhould fhew fucha freak, 


Both Houfes furely would quickly break, 
And honefter men would have leave to {peak, 


| 


| 
| 


ee a te 





Which no body, €¢. 


hey fly, they fly, Prince Rupert cry’d, 
No fooner faid, bue away they hy’d 
| he force of his Armes they durft not abide, 


Which no body can deny. 


ae 


| SmeStymouus, or the Cub-Divines. 


‘Me @ynmins £ che Goblin makes me ftart! 
ch? Name of Rabbi Abrabam, what art? 

Syriack ? or Avabickh? or Welch ? what skile? 
Apall the Brick-layers that Babel built! > 
Some Conjurer cranflate, and let me know 1, 
Till chen’tis fit for a Weft- Saxon Poet. 
But do the Brother-hood then play their Prizes 
Like Mummers in Religion with dilguites ? 


A name. which if cwere train’d, would fpread a 


Mile; 


| Out-brave us with a name in Rank and File, 
| 
: 
: 
: 


The 
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The Saints monopolie, the: zealous clafter, | 
Which, like the Porcupine, prefeatsa mufter,". 
And fhoots his quills at Bifhops.and their Sees, 
ADevont litter of young Maccabees. j 
Thus Jack of all trades hath devoutly thown 
The twelve Apoftles on a cherry-ftone, 

Thus fafhion’s Al-a-Mode in Treafons fafhion’s 
Now wehave herefie by Complication. 
Liketo Dox Quixots Rofary of flaves 
Strung onachain; 2 Murnival of Knaves | 
ih | Packtina trick, like Gypfies when they ride, 
hi Or like Colleagues; which fit all ona fides 
a) So the vain Sutyrifts ftand all a row, 
As hollow teeth upona Lute-ftring fhow : 
Tl” ltalian Monfter, pregnant with his Brother, 
Natures Dierefis,- halfone another, | 
He, with his litle fides-man Lezarus, | 
Muft both give'way unto Smedymauus. | 
Next Sturbridge Fair is Smecks, for lo his fide 
Into a five-fold Lezar’s multiplid. 
Under each arm there’s tuckt a double gyflard, 
Five faces lurk under one fingle vizard : 
The Whore of Babylon lefe thefe brats behind, 
Heirs of confufion by Gavelkind. 
I think Pythagoras’s foul is rambl’d hither, 
ea Wich all the change of Rayment on together : 

nel | Smec is her general Ward-robe, fhee’| not dare” 
HA To think of him as of athorough: fare 5 
| } He ftops che Gofliping Dame 3 alone heis 

ee The purlew of a Metempfichofis. 
| Like a Scotch Mark, where the more modeft fenfe 
Checks the loud phrafe, and fhrinks to 13. pence: | 
| Like to an Ignis fatuus, whofe flame, ~ ! 























Though fometimes triparcite,joynes in the fame: 
Like 
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| Like tonine Taylors, whoif righely fpell’d, 


Into one man are Monofy habel?d : 
Short-handed zeal in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue ina fingle péhny. 


See, fee! how clofe the curs hunt under fheet, 


As if they {pent in Quire, and fceann’d their feet ; 
One Cure, and five Incumbents leap a trufs : 
The title fure muft be litigtons! 

The Sadduces would raife a queftion, 

Who muft be Smec at th? Refurrec&tion. 


| Who coop’d them up together were to blamie, 
Had they but wire-drawn,& fpun out their name, 


| *T would make another Prentices Petition 





Againft the Bifhops and their Superftition. 
Robfon and French (that count from five to five, 
As far as nature fingers did contrive, _ 
She law chey would be feflors, chat’s the canfe 
She cleft her hoofinto fo many claws, ) 
May tire cheir Carret-bunch, yet ne’re agree 
To rate Smedtyanvas for Pole-money. 
Caligula, whofe pride was mankinds bail, 
( As who difdain’d co murther by retail ) 


| Wifhing the world had but one general neck, 
| His glutton blade might have found game in Smee, 


| No eccho canimprove the Author more, 





| Should be the Convocation and the Commons ; 


| Whofe lungs pay ufe on ufe, to halfa {core : 


No Felonis more letter’d, though the brand 
Both fuperfcribes his fhoulder and his hand. 
Some Welfb-man was his Godfather, for he 
Wears in his name his Genealogy, 

The Banes are ask’d,would but che time give ways 
Beewixt Smediymuuus and Et cetera; 

The Guefts invited by a friendly Summnions, 
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The Prieft to tye the Foxes tayles together, 
Mofely;or Sanda: Clara, chufe you whether. 
See, what off-{pring every one expects ! 

What ftrange pluralities of men and fects ? 

One fayes hee’! get a Veftery, another 

Is for aSynod : But upon the Mother : 

Faith \cry St. George, let them goto’t,and ftickle, 
Whether a Conclave or a Conventicle: 

Thus might Religions catterwaul, and {pight, 
Which ufes to divorce, might once unite. 

But their crofle. Fortunes. interdi& cheir trade, 
The Groom is Rampant, buce the Bride difplaid. 
My task is done, all my Hee-Goats are’ milke, 

So many Cardsi’ch’ flock, and yet be bilkt 2 

{could by Letcers now untwift the Rabble, 

Whip Smec from Conftableco Conftable. 

But there I leave you to another drefling,’ 

Only kneel down and take your Fathers blefling, 
May the Queen Mother juftifie your fears, 
And ftrecch her Patent to your feather. ears. 


am rr rr 


A Lenten Letany. 


Compofed fer a confiding Brother , for the benefit and 
edification of the Faithful! Oues. 


Rom Villany dreft in che Doublet of Zeal, 
From three Kingdomes bak’d in one Com. 
mon weal, : 
From a gleek of Lord. Keepers of one poor Seal, 
Libera nos, @c, 
From 
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From a Chancery-writ, a a whip and a-bell, | 
From a Juftice of Peace that never could {pell, 
From Collonel P. and the Vicar of tell. 

Libera nos, Oe4 





From Neat’s feet withowe focks, and three-peny 
Pyes. 
From anew fpring Light that will put out ones 
eyes, 
| From GoldGniths-hall, the Devil, and Excife, 
: Libera nos, ©¢, 


From two hours talk without one word offenfe, 
‘From Liberty ftill in che future cenfe, 


From a Parliament long-wafted Conftience, 
Libera nos, OC. 


From a Coppid Crown-tenent prick’d up by a 
Brother, 
From damnable Members , and fits of che Mo- 
tier. 
From Fars like Oyfter’ that grin at each other, 
Libera nos, O's 





From a Preacher in buff, and a Quarter-ftaft- 
_fteeple, 
From th’ unlimited Soveraigne Power of th 
’ PRO ee 
From a Kingdom that crawles.on its knees like a 
Creeple, 
Libera nos, O¢. 


From a vinegar Prieft on a Cr rab-tree ftock, 
From a foddering of Prayer four hours py the 
Clock. M From 
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From.a holy Sifter witha pittifull Smock, | | 
Libera 205, xc, 


From a hunger-fiarv’d Sequeftrators maw, 
From Revelations and Viffons that never man 
 faw, 
Fram Religion without either Gofpel or Law, 
Libeva nos, &c- 


From the Nick and Froth ofa Peny Pot-houfe, 
From the Fiddle and Croffe, anda great Scotch 
Loufe, | 
From Committees that chop up a Man like a 
Moule, 
Libera nos, &c. 


from broken fhins, and the blood ofa Martyr, 
From the Titles of Lords, and Knights of the 
Garter, 
From the teeth of mad-dogs, and a Country 
mans quaiter, 
Libera nos, &c. 


From the Publique Faith , and aa Egg & Butter, 

From the Irifp Purchafers , and all their clutter, 

From Omega’s nofe, when hefettles co {putter, 
Libera nos, Oc 


From the zeal of Old Harry lock’d up witha 
Whore, 
From waiting with Plaints at the Parliament 
dore, . 
From the death of a King without why or 
wherefore, Libera nos, Oc. 
: From 
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From the French difeafe; and the Puritan fry, 
From fuchas nere{wear, but devoucly can lye, 


From cutting of capers full three ftory high, 
| Libera nos, O'¢, 














From Painted glafs, and Idolatrous cringes, 

From a Presbyters Oath that turns upon hinges, 

From Welt mingter Fews with Levitical fringes , 
Libera nos, @c, 


From all chat isfaid, and a thoufand times more, 
Froma Saint, and hisCharity co.the Poor, 
From the Plagues chat are kept fora Rebelin 


fiore. 
Libera nos, Oc: 


The Second Part. 


Hat if it pleafe thee to affif 

Our Agitators, and their Lift, 

| And Hemp them with a gentle ewik, 

Quefumus te, Gee 











That it may pleafe thee to fuppofe 

Our aGions are as good as thole 

That gull che People chrough the Nofe, 
Quafumuste, Oe: 


That it may pleafe thee here toenters 
And fix the rumbling ofour center, 


For we liveall at peradventure, 
Guefumus te, Oe. 


A MAal 
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That ic may pleale thee to unite 
The fieth and bones unto che {prite, 
Elfe-Faich and literature good night, 
Quefimus te, &c, 























That it may pleafe’thee O that.wee 

May.each man know his Pedigree, 

And fave that plague of Heraldry, 
oe Qusefumus te, Cre. 











- That it may pleafe chee in each Shire 
Cities of refuge Lord to rear, 
That failing Brethren may know where, 
Quafumus te, Orc. — 


That it may pleafe thee to abhor us, 
Or any {uch dear favour for us, 
That thus have wrought thy peoples forrows, 


Quaefumus te, Orc. 


That it may pleafe thee to embrace 
Our dayes of thanks and fafting face, 
For robbing of thy holy place, 





Quefumus te, oC. 





That it may pleafe thee to adjourn 
The day of judgement, leaft we burn, 
For lo itis not for our turn, 








Quefumus tes ec. 





iia} That it may pleafe thee toadmic 
HU | A clofe Committee there to fit, 
No Devil coa Humane wit! 
3 Quefumys te, Oc. 
‘ That 
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| That it may pleafe to difpence | 


| A lictle for convenience, 


| Or let us play upon the fenfe, | 
Quaefumus te, Oe, 


That it may pleafe chee to embalm 
| The Saints in Kobin Wifdom’s Pfalm, 
| Aud make them mufical and calm, 
: Du afunius te, OC» 





| That it may pleafe thee, fince’cis doubt, 
| Sacan cannoce throw Satan ouc, 


| Unite us and the Highland rout. 
: Quaefumys te, Orcs 





AN ELEGIE 
On the Death of Sir Bevile Grenvile. 


O build upon the merit of thy Death, 
| And raife chy Fame from thy expiring Breath, 
| Were to fleal Glories from thy Life, ana tell 
| The World, that Grenvil only did dye well. 
Bur all chy Dayes were fair , che fame Sun rofe, 
The Luftre ofthy Dewaing, and thy Clofe. 
Thusto her Urnth® Arabian wonder flyes, 
| She lives in Perfumes, and in Perfrmes dyes: 
E’re ftormes , and tumults ( Names undrea d. 
( ed here ) 


Could in the'r Bloome and Infancy appeares 
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Anany drefie to Le their Moor look fair. 






166 ‘RumpSoness Pare, 
He in the ftock and treafure of his mind” 
Had heaps of Courage, and juitheat combin’d, 
Where, like che thrifty Ant, he kept in ftore 
Enongh for Spring, but for a Winter more. 
In Peace he did dire& his thoughts on Warrs, 
And learnt in filence how to combat Farres, 
And though the Times look’t fmooth and would 
! Callow 
No track of Frown or Wrincle in their Brow : 
Yet his quick fight perceivd the Age wonld 
| Clow’r , 
And, while the Day was faire, fore-faw the Show’r, 
At thisthe prudent Augur did provide 
Whereto endzve the sforme, not where to hide ; 
And foughe to fhun the Danger now drawn nigh, 
Not by Concealment but by Vidiory. 
As valiant Seamen, ifthe Veffel knock, 
Flather fayle o've it, chamavoid the Rock. 
And thus Refolv’d, he {aw-on either hand, 
The Caafess and their bold Abettors fland. 
The Kingdoms Law is the pretence of each : 
Which thefeéy Law preferve, thefe by its breach, 
The Suljecis Liberty each fide maintains, 
Thefe fay it confifts in freedom, thefe in Chaines, 
Thele love the decext Ohurch, bue thefenot pals 
To drefle our Matron by the Geneva Glafs? 
Thele {ill enforine their Gods but thefe adore 
Him moftat fome Araunah’s Lhrefbing-floor. 
Each part defends their King a feveral wa 
By true Subjeétion thefe, by Treafons they. 
But our Spe&atour foon unmask’e che fin, 
And faw all Serpent through tliat fpeciom skin. 
And midfl their beft Precexe did fil] deipair, 


And 
Aca 
“ Gat, 
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| And thongh the Number weigh’d ich’ popular feale, 
| As lighe chings foae fill wich the tyde and gale, 
He with thefolzd mixt, and did conclude, 
Fujtice makes Parties great, not Multitude. 
And with chis conftane Principie poflett, 
He did alone expole his fingie Breaft, 
Againftan Armies force, and bleeding lay, 
The great Restorer s°th” Declining Day. 
Thus {lain chy Valiant Ancestor did lye, 
When his one Bark.a Navy durft defie, ~ 
When now encompafs’d round, he Vigor ftood, 
And_bath’d his Pinnace in ris conquering Blood. 
Till all his Purple current dry’d and fpene, 
He fell, and left che Waves his Monument, 
Where fhall next famous Grenvells Athes ftand ? 
Thy Grandfire fills che Seas , and Thou the 
( Land. 


To my Lord Bifhop of 3. on New- 
years day. 


Hough wich the courfe and motion ofthe 
Noe only Starres and Sus ( years 
Move where they firft begun 5 
But Things and Adions do 
Keep the fame Circle too, 
Return’d tothe fame point in the fame Sphear. 


riche 
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/Gtiefs-and their Caufes fill ave wherelthey flood, 
o Fisthe fame Glovd and Nie bha °: 
Shucs up oust, Zoyesand Light): 
Warres as remote from Peace, 
And Bondage from Releafey, <i: 
As when the Sum his laft years Circuite rode, 




























Though Sword and Slaughter are not parted henée, 
| But we like years and times, f 
Meet in vitequal chimes, 
Now a Clovd.and then a Sun, 
Undoe andare wadone, 


Let loafeand ftopt by th’ Orbes intelligence. 


Though Combates have: fo thick ahd frequent 
That we ac length may raife (ftood, 
A Calendar of dayes, 
And ftyle chem foul or fair, 

ae By their fuccefs,not Aire ; 

ie And fign our Feflivals by Rebels ood. 











Though the fad years are cloath*d in fuch a drefs, 
‘That times co times give place, 
| And feafons thift their grace, 
Hi | Not by our Cold or Heat, 
1 But Couquet or Defeat . 
And { coffe make: Wister, Summer, happinefs. 











ait Nay chough a greater Ruine yet await 
1" e Such as che Adve curfe, The new 
me) Sent to make wor? times worfe, » difeafe, 
iia Deaths keen and fecrer dart, ~~ : 
| The fhame of Hearbs and Art 
Which proves at once ol: Wonder and our Fate. 
Wet nk 3: Pacugh 
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Fhough thefe con{pire to fully our requeft, 
‘And labour to deftroy, 

And kill your New-years joy. 

Yee ftill your wonted Art |‘ 

Will keep our within beart. 
Proportion’d not toth'times but to your breaft 
Thus in the Storm you Calme and. Silence find, 
Nor Sword nor Sicknefs can approach your mind, 


—* Se Ee ae 
——— 
Sa 


ASATYR. 


Occaftoned by the Authors § ur vey of a 
Scandalous Pamphlet , intituled 


The Kings CGabinerc opened. 


Ww Lawes and Princes are defpis’d aud 
(:cheap, 

When High patcht Mifchiefs allareinthe heaps; 

Returns muft fillbehad; Guilt muft ftrive more 

Though not to’ Exoble, yet to Ealarge ber fiore. 

Poor cheap Defign! the Rebell now muft flie 

To Packet Warre, to Paper-Treacherie, 

The Bafiliskes are curn’d to Clofet-S pics, 

And to their Poys’nous adde Exquiring eyes: 

As Snakes and Serpents fhould they caft their fting, 

Still che fame Hate, though not fame Poyfon fling; 

And their Vain teeth to the {ame point addrefle, 

Wath the like Raacor, though unlike Succeffe: 

































































































30 «= Rump Songs. Pare I. 
Soe thofe that into undifcerning veies, 
Have thrown their Venom-decp , andtheir dark 
By frail Advantages, fill find 1 good, (ftains , 
‘To keep th’ Infection high ich’ Peoples Blood. 
“For Adive Treafon mut be doing fill : 
 Leftthe ualearm her Art of doing-ill 
Who: now have waded through all Publick aw). 
Wilh break through ‘Secretsand prophane their 
(Law. 
Koow you, that would their 4d and Statute fee, 
Nature kept Court , and made it her Decree. 
When Angells talke, all their Concespts are 
. ( brought 
Brom Minde to Miade, and they dilcourle by 
A Clofe Idea moves » and Silence flies ( Thought. 
To pot the Meflage, and. difpatch Replies. 
And though Tea Legions, inthe Round are bent; 
They only bear to whom che Talk. was meant. 
Now, though in Mea a different Law controules, 
‘And Soulesare not Embaffadours to Soules : 
Vatue gave Realon power to find alway, 


b 


§ bop 


itt 


Which none but thefe could ventureto betray 


“Two clofe fafe Pathes the did bequeath to 
(men, 

“* In Prelence, Whifper; and at Distance, Penne. 
Publick Decrees and Thoughts were elle the fame, 
Nor went it to. Converfe, but to Proclaim. 
Conceipts were elfe but Records, but by this care 
Our Thoughts no Commons, but Inclofures are : 
What bold Iutruders then are, who affail 
To cut their Prince’s Hedgesand break his Pale ? 
That fo Vamanly gaze, and dare be feen 


Ev'n then, when Heconyerfes with his Queen ? 


Tet. 





|): sprenrcmsmere a ores 
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Yet,'as who breaks che’tall Bank’s rifing Side, 
And all the Shore doth levy with the Tyde, 
Doth not confine the Waves to any Bound, 
But the whole Screame may gain upon che 
( Ground; 
So thefe,ffreipbt Profpe& {corn,and Private View, 
“ The Crime is fmall that doth engage a Few. 
| Thefe’ print cheir Shame, they muft compleat 
( their Sinne < 
Not take fome Waves, and fhut the Sluce agen. 
But, to the Raging of their Sea, chey do 
Let in tiie Mudneffe of the People too. (Vail; 
But, ‘caufe their Crime muft wear a Mask and 
And fain the Serpent-would conceal his Taz. 
No fooner comes the “Libel! to our view, 
But fee a ftay'd demure, grave Preface too: (trude, 
Which feenis co fhew they would not thus in- 
Nor preffe fo far, but for the Publick good: 
But astome London Beggers ule to Rand, 
In Grecians Coats with Papers intheir hand, 
Who are as them indifferent Parts we meet ) 
Laglifhb at Home, but folemn Greeks ith’ ftreet. 
Of whom uncloath’d, and when the truth is heard, 
ConStantinople only knows the Beard. 
So this fly Masker, lay its Tinfel by, 
Is only Painted Zeal, and Pageantry. 
We need not let our Satyr here compute, 
How it prophanes God inhis Attribute.  Seethe | 
But for ics Light ic need no Brfbell call, Preface 
A Sempftreffe Thimble will Eclypfe ic all. 
O !in what meekneffe ic pretends to creep! 
How well che Tyger perfonates the Sheep ! 
It not Returns ill Language to the King, 
Though the next Lines the Pfalms again{} Him 
briug. ” Then 
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Then tc coth’ Bafinefs comes, and lets us know, 

Who reads it eicher 1s ics Friend, or Fee. 3 

Wf Friend, the Scandals all muft true appear: 

Wf Poe ( alack che man 1s ne’re the near. ) 

Foe no Light moves, no Miracles like thefe, 

Heele fay they're not che Kimgs too, if he pleafe. 

And cell us pray? what , may’at your laff words 
> (ftand ? 

Yow counterfeit his Seal, why not his Hand ? 

Bre coadmit,.We now deduce and bring, 

What-a'ter-wotes clearly amply oth’ King. 

Britt, They His Comfort from His Secrets wretft. 
They doe allow the Kmg,, but not the Breast, 
Vie Sacred Knot muithavea Tye, and Force, 
To joyne their Hands, bue yet their Thoughts 

| ( Divorce: 
Aad, as the lvye weddes her Confort-Tree, 
Fhonugh joyn’d,and clofe chew chaft Embraces be, 
Yee in chofe Twines and Circuits we can ind 
No Trafiique,,n0 Commerce. of mind with mind : 
So muft che Sacred Laws of Marriage pierce; 
Here fhe may Sprout and Grow, but not Gonverfe. 
And, like a Plant remowd by Grafters royle, 
She finds not Nuptials, but.a change of Soyle. 
England co th’ Queen tran{planted thus muft 
( prove, 
No Forraigue Kingdome, obuta Forraigne Grove. 
But, leaftchis groundleffe feem, they reafons 
( vex, 
And tell the World Shee’s of the Weaker Sex. 
in what wilde Braines this Madneffe firft began ! 
They’re wondrous angry , ‘caufe the Queen’s no 
(Man. 


Fond 
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Fond Sirs forbear, do not the world perplex ; 

Keafonand Judgement are not things of Sex. 

Souls and their Faculties were never heard 

To be confin'd to ch’. Doublet, and the beard. 

( onlule one Age from this, and you fhall find 

A Queen the Glory of your Annals fhind. 

Buc who co farre and diftane Objects fies, 

Muft fay che Sun wants Luftre, or he Eyes. 

Our Prefent injur’d Queen recurns chat ftore, 

And doth again, what could be done betore ; 

By the King’s Judgement, {hews Hev own is Right, 

And ftill fhe meets His Ray with her own Light. 
Thus the wife King to Shebal’s Queen was known, 
Who knew Him wife by Wifedom of her cwr. 

But as ail Publick Knowledge barr’d muft be, 

So Houfhold-Adis muft have their Affierte : 

No Circumftance can pafle, no Servant made, 

Buc muft be wrapein filence and clofe fuade. 


~ One Place in Court a Riddle mutt afford, 


Worthy a fecret Sybz's dark Record. 

As theKings AGs mutt all their limits prove, 

So their Refraint and Reins muft check his Love. 
F(teems ofs Confort by their pitch mutt fly, 

Nor muft He rate his Dear Queens Health too high. 
He muft affect chus far, and chen no more, 

His Tydes muft be proportion’d to their shore; 

His Tendernefs theic Weights and Ballance weare, 
By Graines and Scrupleés they Confine His Care, 
But (Savage) know, there:can no ranfome be 
Poys’d with the Health of {uch a Queenas She. 
She that at once fuch weighty A&s can do, 

That can be Queen.and yet negotzate too - 

Send and be feat, and without more demurre, 
Be both the Queen and her Embafadour. | 
Thae 
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That givesdifpatch for Ships,and when the pleafe, 

Divides the Empire with che Queen o’th Seas : 

Who dares the threats of any danger ftand, 

The ftubborn Rock, or the Devouring Sand. 

And though the Sea {well like Her fate.and Grave, 

Look at Her Confort, and defpile the Wave. 
TheCaptive Queen did (thus) che Tyrant cell, 
Tamno Captive fo my Kingbe well. @. Curtiuss 

By thefe her worth and rate 1s faintly known, /75.3- 

Paft ftories b/afh when (he erets Her own. 

Search old gray Annals, you may find at length, 

Some Quieen in Vigour, and her mid-day ftrength 5 

Who in her injared Conforts caufe, referres 

To Copies glancing at thefe A&s of Hers. 

But if Infirm and Szckly Queens we fcanne, 

No ftory patcerns her, None ever can 

Shew usa Queen fraught with fuch wide Affairs, 

Here private Weaknefft, there a Kingdom's cares, 

Perplexe and cortur’d from her reftand eafe, 

By a Rebellion here, there a Daftafe : 

Advice, and Medcines at one time we view, 

A Counfel-board, Board of Phyficians too. 

Yet her Capacious Soul both thefe defeats, 

While chis hand holds Imffructions, that Receipts. 

Thefeare our fam’d Q:teens Crimes, but yet one 

Mutt be the main Ingredient of the ftore. ( more 

Which feems co preffe fo deep, there’s nought fo 

Buechis may fully all its luftre quite: (bright, 

°Tis her Religions Care: Shetryes Her Pow’rs 

To keep that ftill, do not w@ fo for Oars ¢ 

Why co one Face (o diff rent fhapes have bin, 

What Virtue is in Us, in Her is Sin 

Our diffrent Faiths did long together grow, 

And neither fuffer’d, neither joffe did know : ree 

nel 
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And like a ftream, which cwixt cwo fields doth 
Which. as it Moiftens,{o Divides themtoo: (flow, 
So did the Kingdoms Law throw Dew and growth, 
In Weight and juft proportion unto boch, 
And likea parting Current, flide along 
To keep them wide, thac neither neither Wronz. 
Our Faiths werethen but Two, but fincea {p*rit 
So many Mufbrome Se&s rais'd ina Night : 
| The Protejtant (as fhe could Parties gain 
Who unccncern’d were inthe Dregs and ftaine ) 
Did recommend her Votaries, and bring 
Her Faith to dts Defender, our Fuft King. 
Who with fuch Zea/ hath kept her Rites entire, 
As well from Languifhing, as from firange Fire: 
That fill theCenfer favours its true {cent, 
Without Acceffion, yet no Perfume {pent 5 
The happy Martyrs find their Faith had ftood 
In Him,as when they bath’d-it in their blood. 
They joy to fee, that He his God adores, 
Not at High-places, nor at Threfhing- flores, 
But {pight of Scandals, pays his Homage ftill 
Inthe Fuft Beauty of the Sion-Hill, 

The Other Seds, though as in Common. fields, 
Which Swine, and Hor fes, Mules and Oxen yields, 
Who though at Diftance fed, Approaching clufe, 
| And difproportion’d fhapes together dath. 
| So they, though one Rebellion them fuflain, 9 
| Them(elves Accufe, and are Accus*d again. 
| Could they comply, then poflibly might dwell 
| Some faint Agreementgthough no Peace in Hell : 
| Now, thefe nice tafts fo Porraicn aids indure, 
| ( Their Rebell Scots are Englifo Rebells lure, ) 
| No, nor the Papifts: much ic with them flicks, 
| Left chele Mens Punniards fhould be Hereticks : 
Their 
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Their fouls would be prophan’ds and clean undun, 
Should they be flain by an Idolatrous Gun, 

Go lay your Vizar by, your Masking ftuff, 

The Devil is tyr'd, and Hell hath /augh’d enough ; 
The world defcryes the Chear, "tis quickly knows 
They no Faith bate, who have Refalv'd on None. 
Thefe may not fighe; chac is, the King you’d have 
Tamely forfake his Crown, and be your S/ave. 

His Eafier Sudjes long agoe you gat, . 

All who approv’d your Baite, and (wallow’d that. 
Indeed, Difcerning fouls the fnare forfook, 

And. through the /Vave did ftill defery the Hook: 
But yet fo clofe defigns were caft about, 

Your Race was balf runne e’re the King fet out, 

Yet you complain, and guilty fears do guaw, 

Left you fhould fcanted befor Space and Lew : 
Con{cicus, though you yourcaufe did forward 
Ics Guilt and Siz hangs Plummets at its feet. (meet, 

Are not the Fews, Walloones, the irks, and all 
Whom from as Diff’ rent Gods as Lands you call, 
An Army #rougco keep the caufein heart, 

Buc that che King muft wich His Subjeds pare 2 
Canno Acceflion fo much fafety fend, 
But you will Dread Him fill before you end ? 

Sometimes at Ebbes his God doth lec Him 
That foche Reftue may declare His hand. (ftand, 
But, what ( you hope ) may make the King’s fide 
Is what he writes about che Penall Laws. (paufe, 
Poor fhallow fouls, 1 deem it one from hence 
To forfeit Loyalty, and orig Sence. 

Shall (uch as waft cheir Bwod be quite debarr'd, 
And kept without the Pale from all Reward ? 
Shall fame report, fhall after Ages tell, 

So jufta King regards not who do dwell? 
But 
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| Bucyou pretend, this was a State-Decree, ; 

| Nor withoue Pow’r which made may cancel’d be 

The King nev’r fayes it fhall : but cannoc doube 

| Thac when his God hath brought his work abouts 

| And hifted Farres and Tumults into Eaje, 

|) And fet him ’midft his Coun‘ell in High peace : 

| Their joynt uniced (uffrage will chink fic 

| To give rhis AG, or fomething Great as i. 

| Bue fee, His Pardon then to Ireland came, 

| (Wild Rebels ) offers he not you the fame ? | 

| Hebolds fill out che fame frefh chearfull Rays 

| You (hut your Windows and exclude the Day : 

| Enjibrace che fae, or elie expec. the ftroak, 

| The Fline che Sun ne’re melts, at \aft 1s broke. 

| Buc now che Flood-gates ope, and a free fluce; 

§ j et>inall (enceleffe Dodtrines, and wild ule; 

| And by Comparing what's faid long agoes 

| Finds D.fproportion in the King’s Ads now. 

| His pe Refolves ic up to ¢ refent brings, 

E His Vowes co Vowes, and Things to combate Things: 

A Different face throughout, and a frifb Scene 

Succeed : and all his Acts feem fhitted clean. 

| Weak mea! whoare depriv'd by Guilt or chance, 

| Of all the lights of Common Circumflance 5, 

b That have unlearn’t chac Adions fuift their Face, 

Bb And dace their worth from Perfons,Time,and Place, 

| And findry fach, from mbofe Negl ds appear 

| Atts as Sinnesthere, whichare [ry'd Virtues bese. 

| For iafance chen, oft asthe King reflects 

| His Oatb’s enjayn, His People he protccis. 

| Which Outhes extent, @gd Circuit we may view 

| Spread ore th’ Five Execratle Members coo. 

sy arastibemconcerns ) that Chain is broke, 
b lefe Hix, becaule they left His Tork. 


N NI 
4 rh? 
a % b 2 my 

























































































1738 = =Rump Songs.’ Pare I. 
Now of this Pitch, and Size, do ftill appear 
All Aiery Scruples which are flarced there. 
The King Declared, He thought you meant no ill, 
Say, would you have the King Declare fo still ? 
Allow bue Different Circumftance, and we 
Find ail your Scandalls will his Glories be. 
Now, as che wort things have fome things of fread, 
And fome Toades treafure Fewells in their Head. 
So doth this Libels womb Girt, and contain: 
What though it compaffe Round ¢ - it can t tain 
Lines of {0 cleare, yet to Majeftick ftraine ; 
A moft Tras parent, yet a clofe-wove Veine ; 
Which when we reach. its Senfe, we may defcry, 
We lee more by és Light, then our own Eye. 
So Phebw (when theCloud and Night is done) 
Lends us his Light, co know he is the Suane. 
Yet chis expreflive clearneffe is but barke, 
An Out-/ide Sunne which guards us from the dark, 
Here the Bright | anguage thats in Brighter fenle, 
Rich Diamonds fleep within a Cry(tall Fence. 
Gemmes of that rate, tofplly they’d appear 
Fit purchafe for bis Critich. Senates Ear: 
And their whole Shine in a fall Luftre tends 
To God, His Conjcience, Conjort, and his Friends. 


THE CLOSE. 


No winding Characters, no fecret Maze, 
Could fo perplex,but they have found their wayes. ’ 
They thred the Labyrinth, and what co do? 

Whe’r tends the Guide?wha@purchafe in this Clew? 
Rath Alexander forc’e King Gordius Kuot, Q Curtius 
And fo in hand found hea Rope had gote 1B, 2, 





















| Parc k. 


A New Diurnal of Paffages more 


Exattly drawn up then heretofore. 
Printed and Publihed, tis order’d to be, ’ 
By Henry Elfing the Clerk of the P. 


1 Junet 64 3. 


us many Diurnals (for which weave griev’d) 

Are come from both Houfes, and are not bes 
fiev d 3, > ey | 

The better to help them for running and flying, 

We have put them in Verfe to Authorize their 
lying. a 

For ithas been debated, and found to he true, 

That lying’s a Parliament Priviledge too; 

And that they may the fooner our Conquefts r¢- 
hearfe, 

Weare minded to put them in Galloping Verfe ; 

But fo many Maim’d Souldiers from Aeading 
there came, 

That in {pight of the Surgeons, make our, Verkes 
go Jame. 

We have ever us’d FiGions, and now it is known, 

Our Poverty bas made us Poetical grown. 


Munday. 


On Munday both Houfes fell into debate, 
And were likely to fall by the eargas they fates 
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Yet would they not have the bufineffe decided, 
That they (as the Kingdom is)might be divided. 
They had an intentionto Prayers to go, 
But Ex tempore Prayers arenow Common too. 
To Voting they fall, and the key of the work, 
Was the raifing of Money for che State and the 
Kirk. | | 
Tis only Free-loan, yet this Order they make, 
That what Men would not lend they fhould Plun- 
der and take; 
Upon this, the word Plunder came into their 
minds, 
And all of them did Jaboura new oneto find ; 
They call’d ic diftraining : yee thought it no 
fhame, © 
To perfift in the A&@, which they bluthe for to 
name. 
They Voted all Perfons from Oxford chat came, 
Should be apprehended : and after che fame, 
With an Humble Pecicion, the King they requeft, 
He’d be pleas’d to return, and be terwd like the 
ref. 
A Meffage from Oxford conducing to Peace, 
Came nexe to their hands, chat Armes might 
reale ; 
They Voted and Voted, and ftill they did vary, 
Till at laft the whole fence of the Houfe was con- 
trary 
Toreafon; they knew by their Armes they might 
gain, 
What neicher trie reafon, nor Law can maintain. 
Ceffation was Voted a dangerous Plor, 
Becaufe the King would have it, both Houfes 
would not. 


But 
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| But when they refolv’d_ it, abroad muft be 
blowne, 

(To baffle the World ) chat the King would have 








none. 
And carefully muzled the mouth of the Prefs, 
Leaft the truth fhould peep through their jugling 
drefs. 
For they knew a Ceffation would work them 
more harmes, 
Than Effex could do the Cavaliers with his Arms. 
ene they keep the Ships and the Forts in their 
and, 
They may be Traytors by Sea, as well as by Land. 
The Forts will preferve them as long as they ftay, 
And che Ships carry chem and their Plunder a- 
Way. 
They have therefore good reafon to account War 
the better, 





For the Law will prove co them but a killing 
Leiter. 


Tuefday. 


A Poft from his Excellence came blowiag his 
Horn, : 

For Money to advance, and this {pun out the 
Morn; 

And ftrait to the City (ome went for relief, 

The reft made an Ordinance to carry Powder- 
Ecef. 

Thus up go the Roundheads,and Effex advances, 

But only co lead his Souldiers new dances, 
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Oe Reading he goes, for at Oxford ( they fay ) 
His Wife has ile him Bull-works tokeep him 


aWay. 
Prince Rupert, for fear that the Name be con- 
founded, 
Vill Gaw off his Horns , and make hima Round- 
head. 


The news was returned with General fame, 

That Keadiag was taken ere ever he came. 

Then away Rode our Captains , and Souldiers 
did run, 

To fhew themfelves. valiant , when the Battail 
was done, 

Preparingto plunder; but asfoon as they came, 

They quickly perceived it was but a flam: 

An Ordinance of Parliament Effex brought down, 

But that would noc ferve him.to batter the 
Town. 

More Mony was rais’d , more Men and Ammu- 
nition, 

Carts loaded with Turnips, and other Provifion. 

His Excellence had Chines, and Rams-heads for a 
Prefent, 

And his Councel of Warre had Woodcock and 

! Pheafant. | 

But Ven had 50cc, Calves-heads all in Carts., 

To ticurith his M en,and to chear up their Hearts, 

This made them {0 valiane that that very day, 

hey had taken the Town but for running away. 


in ' 


J was ordered this day , thac thank (siving be 
1, 
Mace, 
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Wednefday. 


Two Members this day at a Conference fate , 

And one gives the other a knock on che Pate. 

This (et them a voting, and the Upper Houfe 
{wore, 

"Twas a breach of Priviledge he gave him ne 
more. 

The lower the breaking their Members head vo- 
ted 

A breach of their Priviledge; for it is to be noted, 

That Reafon and Priviledgein ic did grow, 

*Twas a breach ofhis Crown and Dignity too. 

Taen came in the Women with a long long Pe- 
cicion , 3 : 

Yo fettie Militia,and damn the Commitlion. 

For if fighting continue, they fay they did tear. 

That Men would be {carce,and Husbands be dear. 

So plainly the Speaker che Bufineffe unties, 

ghat prefently all the Members did rife. 

They had hardly che leifure ali things to lay ope, 

Bue fome felt in their Fellies ifchey had nota 
Pope. 

Some ftriGly ftood to them, and others did fear 

Fach carried about thema fierce Gavali 

This Bufinefle was handled by the clot 
mittee, , 

That privately met ata Place in the City. 

So clofely to voting the Members did fall, 

That the humble Sifters were overthrown all, 

But they and cheir Heipers came fhort at the laff, 

Till ac length the whole Work on Prince Griffite 

was Caft. N 4, And 
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And he with his troup did handle the matter 

He pleafed every Woman , as foon ashe came at 
her. 

The Bufinefle had liketo have goneon her fide, 

Had not Pym per{waded them not to confide. 

For yratner than Peace, to fill che GCommon- 
Wealth, | 

He faid hee'd do them every night himfelf. 


Thur{day. 


Zhis Day a great Fart in the Houfe they did hear, 

Which made all the Members make Buttons for 
fears 

And One makes nine Speeches while the Bufineffe 
was hot, 

And f{pake through the Nofe that he {melt out 

< qothe Plot, 

He takes ic to task , and the Articles drawes, 

As a breach of cheir own Fundamental-laws. 

Now Letters were read, which did fully relate 

A Victory againft Newcaffle of late; 

Znat hundreds were flain, and hundreds did run, 

And all this was got ere the Battel begun. 

This they refolv'd co make the beft on; 

And next they refolv’d upon the Queftion, - 

“hat Bontires and Prayfe.,the Pulpie and Steeple, 

Muff all be fuborned co couzen the People. 

Bue the policy was more Mony to get, 

For the Conqueft’s dear bought, and far enough 

Corre fed | 

Such Victoriesin Ireland, alchough it be known 

A hey itrive co make that Land as bad as our Own. 

Mth te Ee ee seen yy ge ew : ; No 
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No founer the Mony for this was brought hither, 
But a croud of true Letters came flocking to- 
gether, 

How Hotham and’s Army, and others were beaten, 

This made the blew Members. to ftartle and 
threaten. 

And chefe by all means muft be kept from the 
City, 

And only referred to rhe Privy Committee. 

And they prefently with an Ex tempore Vote, 

Which they have ufed fo long , hac they learned 
by rote, 

They ftyl'd chem Malignant, and to Lyes they did 
turn them, 

Then Corbet, inftead of the Hangman, muft burn 
them. | 

And he after that an Ordinance draws, 

That none fhould cell cruth-thac difparag’d the 
Caute. 

7 hen Pym like a Pegafys trots upand down, 

And takes up an Angel to throw downa Crown. 

He ftand like a Creature, and makes a long 
Speech, 

That came from his mouth , and part from his 

breech. 

He moves for more Horfe,that the Army might be 

Pare Mans flefh and Horfe flefh, as well as he; 

And heel’! be a Colonel as well as another, 

Bue durftnot ridea Horfe, *caufe a Horfe rid his 
Mother. 








Friday. 
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. Friday. 


Sic Hugh Cholmley 'for being no longer a Traytor, 
Was aceus’d of Treafon in the higheft Nature; _ 
*Caule he ( as they bad him ) his Souldiers did 
bring, es 
To turn from Rebellion , and fight for che King. 
They voted him out,but, nor they nor their men 
Gould vote him into the Houfe agen. 
Sir Davids Remonftrance next to them was read, 
From the Cities Round-body, amd Ijaac’sche 


Head . 
‘Twas approv’d; but one Caufeprodue’da de- 
nyal, 


That all Traytors be broughe to a Legal tryal. 

For “tis againit Reafonto vote, or to do 

Againft Traytors, when Tey are no other but (0. 

Becaule about nothing fo long they fic ftill , 

hey hold ie convenient Diurnalls to fill. 

And therefore they gave their Caronographer 
charge 

To ftuffie with Orders and Lecters at large, 

The King by’s Prerogative , nor by the Law, 

Can {peak nor print nothing his Peopleto draw, 

Yet Penayles Pampbletters they do maintain, 

Whole only Religion is Stipendary gain. 

Yet Cum Privilegio, againtt King and the State. 
Zhe Treafon that’s taughe chem (like Patrats ) 
chey prate. . 
Thefe Hackneys are licens’c what ever they do, 

As ifthey had Parliament priviledge too. 


Thus 
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Thus then they confule : fo zealous they are, 

To fettlethe peace of the Kingdom by War. 

Buc againft Civil-war their hatred is fuch, 

To prevent it chey’le bring inthe Scotch and the 
Dutch, 

They had rather the Land be deftroy’d in a mi- 
nute, 

Than abide any thing that has Loyalty init ; 

And yee cheir Rebellion fo neatly they trim, 

They fight for the King , but they mean for King 
Pym | 

Thefe all to fight for, and maintain are fent 

The Laws of Exgland ; but New- England is meant. 

And though fuch diforders are broke in of late, 

Taney keep it the Anagram ftill ofa State. 

For ftill they are plotting {uch riches co bring, 

To make Charles a rich and glorious King. 

And by this Rebellion this good they will doe 
him, 

They’l forfeit all their Eftates uato him. 

No Clergy muft meddle in Spirteual affairs, 

Bue Layion nere heard of it, lofing his ears, 

For that he might be deaf co the Priloners cries, 

To a fpiritual Goalers place he mutt rife. 

The refthave good reafon for what they fhall do, 

For they are both Clergy and Laity too. 

Or elfe at the beft when the Queftion is ftated, 

They are but Afechanicks newly tranilated. 

They may be Committees to practice their baw- 

ling, 

For flealing of Horfe is Spiritual Calling. 

The reafon why People our Martyrs:ador’d, 

*Caufe their Fars being cut off their Fame founds 


the more. ‘ 
ee her? "Twas 
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"twas ordered the Goods of Malignants, and 


Lands, 
Shall be fhar’d among them, and took into their 
hands. 


They have Spirits of more Malignants to come, 

That every One in the Houfe may have fome 

Then down to Guild-Hall they return their 
thanks, 

Jo the Fools whom the Lottery has cheated with 
Blanks. 


Saturday, 


This day there camenews of the taking a Ship, 
( To fee what fttange wonders are wrought in the 
deep 
That a troop of their Horfe ran into the Sea, 
And pull’d ouca Ship alive to the Key. 
And after much prating and fighting they fay 
The Ropes ferv’d for Traces to draw her away. 
Sure thefe were Sea-horfes, or elfe by their lying 
They'le make them as famous for f{wimming as 
flying. ane, 
The ref ofthe day they {pent to bemoan 
Their Brother , the Roundhead chat to Zyburn 
was pone. — BP AE ASOT 
And could not but think i¢ a barbarous thing, 
‘To hang him for killing a friend to the King. : 
He was newly baptized , and held it was good 
To be wafhed, yet notin water, but blood. 
They ordered for his honour to cut off his ears, 
And make him a Martyr: but a Zealot appears, 


Whe nn wetnetiee 34 
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} And affirms him a Martyr, for alchough “twas his 
| fate 

)To be hang’d, yet he dy’d forthe good ofthe 
| State 

; Then all fell to plotting of matters fo deep, 

) That the filenc Speaker fell down faft afleep. 

} He recovers hinslelf and rubs up his eyes, 

1 Then motions his Houfe that ’twas time to rife. 
1So home they went all, and their bufineffe refer’d 
§ To the Clofe Committee by them to be heard; 

| They cook ic upon them, but what they did do, 
| Take notice that none but them(el ves muft know. 











Poftfcript. 


i ‘ pakke 
Thus far wehave gone in Rythmetoditclofe, 





| What never was utter’d by any in Profe. 

“Wfany be wanting, ’ewas by a mifhap, 

| Becaufe we forgot to weigh’c by the map, 

) For over che Kingdom their Orders. were {pread, 

) They have made che whole Body as bad as the 

| Head. 

} And now made fuch work that they all do, 

Is but to read Leccers and an{wers them too. 

} Wethought co make Finis che end of the ftory, 

) Buc that we fhall have more bufinefs for you. 

| For ( as cheir proceedings do ) fo fhall our Pex, 

} Run roundly from Muuday to Munday agen. 

) ‘And fince we have begun, our Mufe doth intend, 
To have (like their Votes) no beginning nor end, 
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Rump Songs. Part I, 
The boly Pedler. 


HW Rom a Forraign fhore 
tf Tamcometo ftore, 

Your Sheps with rare devices : 
No drugs dol bring : 
From the Indian King, 

No Peacocks, Apes, nor Spices. 
Such Wares bdo fhow 
As in England: do grow, 

And are for the good of the Nation, 
Let no body fear 
To deal in my Ware, 

For Sacriledge now’s in fafhion, 
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I the Pedlaram, 
That came from Amfferdam 
Witch a pack of new Religions, 
I did every one fit, 
According to’s wit, 
From the Tub to Mabomets pigeons. 
Great Trading I found, 
For my {piricual ground, 
Wherein every man wasa Medler; 
I made People decline, 
The learned Divine, 
And chen'they bought Heaven of the Ped/er. 


Firft Surplices 1 took, 

Nexe the Common-Prayev-book , ; 
And made all thofe Papifts that usd “um; 

Then the Bifhops and Deans, 

I ftript of their means, 

And gaveit co thofe that abns’d ‘um, The 
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| The Clergy-mennext , 
| withdrew from their Text, 
And fet up.the gifted Brother; 
Thus Religion 1 made, 
Buta matter oftrade, 
And I car’d nor for one or t’other. 








Then Tythes ¥ fell upon, 7 | 
And cthofe { quickly won, i 
’F was prophane in the Clergy to take um. li 
But they ferv’d for the Lay, 
Till I fold them away, 
And fo did Religious make um; 
But now come away , 
To the Pedler, V pray, 
J icorn to rob or cozen; 
If Churches you lack, 
Come away to my Pack, 
Here’s thirteen to the dozen. 


! Church Militants they be, 
- For now we do fee, 

They bave fought fo long with each others 
The Rump’s-Churches threw down, 
Thofe that ftood forthe Crown, 

And fold them-+to one another. 
Then come you factions Crue, 
Here’s a Bargain now for you, 

With the fpoyles of che Church you may revels 
Now pull down the Bells, 
) And then hang up your felves, 
» And fo give bis due to the Devil. 
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The Hue and Cry after Sir John. 
Presbyter. 


W hairin Charaéters, and Lugs in texts 
Wich a {play mouth and'a nofe circum- 
flext; | | 
With a fet Ruffe of Musket-bore, that wears 
Like Cartrages, or linnen Bandileers, 
i xhaufted of their (ulphurous coatents, 
In Pulpic fire-works, which that Bomball vents 5 
The Negative and Covenanting Oath, — 
Like cwo Muftachoes, iffuing from his mouth; 
The bufh upon his chin (like acarv’d ftory,/ 
In a box-knot) cut by the Diredory 5 
Madams Confeflion hanging at his ear, 
Wire-drawn through ali che queftions, How.and 
Where 

Each circumftance fo in the hearing felt, 
‘That when his ears are cropt hell count them 
The weeping Caffock {car’dintoa Jump, — (gelts 
A fign the Presbycer’s worn co the ftump : 7 
The Presbyter though charmrd againft mifchance , 
Wich the Divine Right of an Ordinance. — 

If you meet any that do thus attire em, 

Stop them, they are the tribe of Adoniram. 
What zealous frenzie did the Senate ieize, 
Totare the Rochet co fuch rags as thele ? 
Epifcopacy minc’d, reforming Tweed 
Hach fenc us Runts, even of her Churches breed 5 
Lay-inter!ining Clergy, a device 
That's nick-name to the {tut call'd Lops and Lice. 
The 
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' The Beaft at wrong-end branded, you may tiace 
The Devils foot-fteps,in his cloven face. 
| A face of feverall pariffies and forts, 
Like toa Sergeant fhav'd at Innes of Courts. il 
What mean tiefe Elders elfe,chofe Kirk Dragoons i 
Made up of Ears and Raffs like Ducatoons ¢ I 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun, 

| Thofe new Exchange-men of Religion ? | 
| Sure chey’r che Antick beadsswhich plac’d without 
| The Church, do gape and difembogue a {prout : 
| Like chem above the Commons boufe have beea 
| So long without, now both are gotten in; 
| Then, what imperious in the Bifhop founds, 
| The (ame the Scotch Executor rebounds. 
| This ftacing Predacy, che Claffick rout, 
| That {pake te often, ere it fpake 1t out 5 
|» Sobyan Abbies Sceleton of late, 

I heard an Eccho {upererogate 

Through imperfetion, and the voice rejiares 

As if fhe bad the biccop ore and o’res 
Since they our mixt DioceGaus comPine 
This to ride double in their Difcipline, 
| That Pauls fhall tothe Conliftory call 
| A Dean and Chapter out of Weavers-Hiall ? 
Each at the Ordinance for to affit, 
With the five thumbs of bis groac-changing fijt- 
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| Down Dagon Synod with thy niotley ware, 

| Woiljt we do fwagger for the Common-Prayer 5 

| That Love-like Embaffie, that wings our fence 

| To Heavens gate in fhape of innocence. 

| Pray for the Miter’d Authors, and defie 

| Thefe Demicafters of Divinity. 

For where Sir John with Jack-of-all-trades joyzs, : 
His Finger's thicker than the Prelates Loyns, 
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The way to wooe a Zealows Lady. 


‘Fe Came unto a Puritanto wooe, 
And roughly did faluce her with a Kiis ; 
She fhov’d me from her when I came unto; 
Brother, by yea and nay [\likenot this : 
And as I her with amorous talk faluted, 
My Articles with Scripture fhe confuted. 


She,told me, that ] was too much prophane, 

And net devout neither in {peech nor gefture 3 
And 1 conld not one word anfwer again, 

Nor had noc fo much Graceto call her Sifter 
For ever fomething did offend her there, 
Either my broad beard, hat, or my Jong hair. 


My Band was broad, my *Parrel was not plain, 
My Points and Girdle made the greateft fhow ; 
My Sword was odious, and my Bele was vain, 
My Spenifh {thooes was cut too broad at toe 5 
My Seockings light, my Garters ty’d too long, 
My Gloves perfum’d, and had a {cent too ftrong. 


Ilefe my pure Miftris for a fpace, 
And to a {nip-{nap Barber ftreight went I.3 
Tcut my Hair, and did my Corps uncafe 
Ot’Parrels pride that did offend the eye ; 
My high-crown’d Hat, my litele Beard alfo, 
My pecked Band, my Shooes were {harp at:toe.: 


Gone was my Sword, my Bele was laid afide, 
And I transformed both ia looks and {peech- 
My 
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My ’Parrel plain, my Cloak was void of Pride, 
My liecle Skires, my metamorphis’d Breech, 
My Stockings black,my Garters were cyd fhorter 
My Gloves no feent; thus marche Ito her Porter” 


The Porter {pide me, and did lead me in, 
W here his (weet Miftris reading was 2 Chapter: 
F eace to this houfe, and all thatare therein, 
Which holy words with admiracion wrape her, 
And ever, as J came her fomething nigh, 
She, being divine, curn’d up the white oth’ eye. 


QuothI, dear Sifter, and chat lik’d her well, 
1} kifther, and did pafle to fome delight, 
She;biuthing,faid,chac long-tail’d men would cell, 
Quoth 1, Vil beas filent as the night; 
And jeaft che wicked now fhould have a fight 
Of what we do, faich, Vil pue ouc the light, 


O do not fwear, quoth fhesbut put it out, 
Becaufe that I would have you fave your Oath, 
In crutch, you fhall buc kiffe me, without doubt 5 
In crotch, quoeh I, here will we reft us both s 
Swear you,quoth fhe, in troch? had you not {worn 
I'd not have don’, but cook it in foul {corn. 


a] 


A Hye and Cry after the Reformation 


Hen Temples lye like batter’d Quarrs, 
Rich in their ruin’d Sepulchers, 
When Saintes forfake their painted Glaffe 
To meet their wo: fhip as chey patle, | 
O2 Wher 
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When Altars grow luxurious with the dye lett 
Of hirmane blond, 


Is this che floud 
Of Chriftianicy ? 


When Kings are cup-boarded like cheefe, 
Sighcs co be fen for pencea piece, 
When Dyadems, like Brokers tire, 
Are cuftom’d reliques fet to hire, 
When Soveraignty & Scepcers loofe their names , 
Scream’d into words, 
Carv’d out by fwords 
Are thefe refining flames ? 


When Subjeéts and Religion flir 

Like Meteors in the Metaphor, 

When zealous hinting and the yawn 

Excize our Miniver and Lawn; 

When blue digreffions fill che croubled ayr, 
And ch’ Pulpit’s lec 
To every Set 
Thac will ufurp che Chair? 


Call ye me this che night’s farewell, 
When our noon day's as dark as Hell? 
How can we leffe chan term fuch lights 
Feclefiaftick Heteroclites ? 
Bold fons of Adam when in fire you craw], 
Thus high to be, 
Perch’d on the tree, 
Remember but the fall. 


Was icthe glory of a King 
‘Ts make him o eee hy i ffering ? 
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Was there no way to build God’s. Houfe 
But rendving of it infamous? 
If chis be theu the merry ghoftly erade? 
To work in gall? 
Pray takeit all | 
Good brother of the blade. 


Call ic no more the Reformation, 
According to the new tranflation: 
Why will you wrack the common brain 
With words ofan unwonted ftrain ¢ 
As Plunder? or a phrafeia fenfes cleft ? 
When things more nigh 
May well (upply 
And call ic down-right theft. 


Here all the School-menand Divines 
Conient, and {wear the naked lines 
Want no expounding or conteft, 


Or Bellarmine to break a jeft. 


Since then the Heroes of the pen with me 
Nere {crue the fenfe 
With difference, 
Weall agreee agree. 


T he Times. 
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O {peak in wet-fhod eyes, and drowned 


looks, 
Sad broken accents, and a vein that brocks 
No fpirit, life, or vigour, wereto own 
The crufh and criumph of affliction, 
O3 























= a ee 























































































198 ~=Reamp Songs. Pavel. 
And creeping with Themiftoclestobe =. 
The pale-fac’'d Penfioners of our enemy. 
No ’tis the glory of the Soul, to rife | 
By fails, and at rebound to pierce the skies, 
Like a brave Gourfer flanding on the fand 
Of fome high-working Fretum , views a land 
Smiling with {weets upon the diftane fide, 
Garnifh’d in alther gay embroydered pride, 
Larded with Springs , and fring’d with curled 
Woods, . | ue 
Impatient, bounces in the cap’ring flouds, 
Big with anobler fury than that ftream 
Of thallow violence he meets in them; 
Thence arm’d_ with {corn and courage ploughs a 
Through the impoftum’d billows of the Sea; 
And makes the grumbling Surges f{laves to oar 
And waft him fafely co the further fioar : 
Where landed, in a foveraign difdain 
Heturns back, and furveys the foaming main, 
While the fubjefted waters flowing reel, 
Ambitious yet co wafhthe Victor's heel. 
Infuch anoble Equipage fhould we 
Embrace ch’ encounter ofour mifery. 
Not likea field of corn, that hangs the head 
For every tempeft, every petty dread. 
Croffes were the belt Chrijizans arms : aud we 
That hopea wifhed Canaan once to fee, 
Muf not.expe a carpet: way alone 
Without ared-féa of affliction. 
Thencaft-che dice: Let’s foord old Rubicon, 
Cefar “cisthine, manisbue once undone. 
Tread (cftly chough, leaft Scyllzh’s ghoft awake, 
And us ici roll of bis Profersptions take. 


& 


Rome 
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Rome is revived, and the Triumvirate 

Inthe black Jffand are once more a State} 

The City trembles : chere’s no third to fhield, 
If once Avguftus to Antonius yield, 

Law fhall not fhelter Cicero, the Robe 

The Senate : Proud fucceffe admits no Probe 
Of Juftice to corre&, or quare the fate 

That bears down all as illegitimate; 

For whatfoere it lifts co overthrow, 

It either finds it, or elfe makes it fo. 

Thus Tyranny’s a ftately Palace, where 
Ambition {weats co climbe and nuttie there; 

But when tis enter’d, what hopes then remain ? 
There is no Sallipore to come out again. 

For Mifchief muft rowle on, and gliding grow, 
Like liccle Rivulets chat gently flow 

From their fir bubbling {prings, but {till increafe 
And {well their Chanel as they mend their pace; 
Till ina glorious cyde of villany 

‘i hey over-run the banks, and pofting fly 

Like ch’ bellowing Waves in tumults, eill chey can 
Diiplay themfelves ina full Ocean. 

And-if blind rage fhall chance co mifs its way, 
Bring ftock enough aloneto make a Sea. 

Tus trebble creafons are fecur’d and drown'd 
By lowder cryes of deeper mouth and found, 
And high attempts (wallow a puny plot,” 

As Cannons overwhelmthe fmaller thoc. 
Whiles the deaf fencelefs World inur’d a while 
( Like the Catadupi at the fall of Ne ) 
| Toche fierce tumbling wonder,chink it none, 

* Thys Cuftom hallows Irreligion } 
And ftroaks the patient beaft till he admit 
The now-grownelight and neceffary Bit, 

O4 But 
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But whither do] ramble? .Gauled times: 
Cannot endure a {mare hand ore elieir crimes 
Difita&ed age? What Diale& orfathion 
Soall I affume? co paffe the approbation 
Or thy cenlorious Syxod; which now fie | 
High Areopagires to deftroy all wit? 

cannot fay, I fay, that J am one 
Of th? Church of Ely-bouf, or Abington, 

Nor of thofe precious Spirits that can deal 

The Pomegranates of grace at every ‘meal; 

No zealous Hemp-dreffer yet dipp'd me in 

The Laver of adoption from my fin, 

Fut yet if infpiration ora tale 

Of a long-wafted fix hours length prevail 

A {moota Certificate from the fifter-hood, 

Or to be termed holy before goad, 

Religious malice, or a faich chout works 

Orher than may proclaim us Jers or Turks : 
lehefe, chefe hine at any thing? Then, then 
Whoop! my difpairing Flope come back agen: 

For fince the inundation of grace, | 

Ail honefly’s under water, or inchafe. 

Bit’cis tue old wonlds dotage, chereupon 

We feed on dreams, imagination, (reign 
Humours, and crofi-grain’d paflions which now 
In tae decaying elements of the brain. 
“Vis hard co coin new fancies, when there be 

So few that lanch out in difeovery. . | 

Nay Arts are fo far from being cherithed, 
‘Wheve’s {carce a Colledge but has lofties Head, 
And almoft allies Afembers : O fad wound ! 
Where never an Artery could be judged found !’ 
Yo what a beight is Vice now towred?: Whenwe 
Dare not mifcailit an Obliquitie ? ast. 
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50 confident, and carrying fuchan’ awe, 
Thac it fubfcribes it felf no leffethen Law ? 
If this be Reformation then? The great 
Account purfued wich fo much bloud-and fweat? 
In what black Jines fhall our fad flory be 
Deliver’d over co poftericy 2 
Wich what a dafh and {car fhall we be read ? 
How has Dame Neturein us fuffered ? 
Who of all Cencuries the firft age are 
That funk the world for want of due repair ? 
When firft we iffued out in evyes and tears, 
( Thofe fale prefages of our future years) 
Head-long we droptinto a quietcalm; (balm, 
Times crown’d with rofie Garlands, '{pice and 
W here firft a glorious Church and mother came, 
Embrac’d us in her armes, gave usa name 
Py which we live, and an indulgent brett, 
Flowing wich ftream to an eternal reft. 
Thus ravith’d, the poor Soul could not gue& even, 
Which was more kind to her yet,earth or heaven. 
Or rather wrapped ina pious doubt 
Of heaven, whether fhe werein or out. 
Next the Great Father of our Country brings 


_ His-blefling too, ( even the Beft of Kings ) 


Safe and well-groundedLaws to guard our peace, 
And nurfe our virtues in their juft increa(e; 

Like a pure Spring from whom all graces come, 
Whofe boun y madeit double Chriffendome : 
Such and fo {weet were thofe Halcyon dayes, 
That rofe upon usin onr Infant rayes 3 

Such a compoled State we breathed under, 

We only heard of Fove, nere felt his thunder. 
Terrors were then as firange, as love now grown, 
Wrong and Revengeliv’d quietly at home. 


The 
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The fole contention that we underftoodjo. o<<.! 
Wasa rare ftrife and war 10 doing good: 

Now let’s refle& upon our gratefulnefs, 
How we haveadded, or (O ! ) made it lefs;: -- 
What are th’ improvements ? what our progrefs, 

where | 
Thofe hand{om ats that fay that fome men were? } 
He that to antient wreaths can bring no more 
From bis own worth, dies bang rupt on the core. 
For Fathev’s Crefts are crowed iu tbe Son, 
And glory {preads by propogation. 
Now virtue fhield me! where fhall f begin? 
To what a labyrinth am [now flipp’d in? 
What fhallwean(wer them? or what deny? 
What prove? errather whither fhall we fly? 
When the poor widdow’d Church fhall ask-us 
where | 

Are all her honours? and that filial care 
We owed fo fweet a Parent as the Spoufe | 
OF Cbrift, which here vouchfafed co own a houte? 
Whereare her Boanerges ? and hole rare : 
Brave fons of confolation? which did bear 
The 4rk before our Ifrael, and difpence 
The heavenly Manna with fuch diligence? 
In them the prim’tive Motto’s come to pafle, 
Aut mortuifunt, aut docent literas. 
Bleis’d Virgin,we ean only fay we have 
Thy Prophets Tombes among us,and their grave, 
And here and there a man in colours paint, 
That by thy ruines grew a mighty Sazut. 

Next Cefar fome accounts are due to thee, 
But chofe in Bloud already written be 5 | 
So loud and lafting, in fuch monfirous fhapess 
So wide the never to be clos’d wound gapes5 


5 ise ane cas ee! 
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\Allages yet to come wich fhivering, thall 
\Recire che fearfull pres’dent of thy fall. 
| Hence weconfute thy cenent Solomon, 
‘Under the Sun a new thing hathbeen done, 
| A ching before all patcern, all pretence, 
|Ofrule or copy; Such.a ftrange offence. 
)Offuch original extra&, chat ic bears 
) Date only from the Edex of-our-years, - 
Laconian Agis !. we have read thy fate, 

The violence of the Spartan love and hate. 
How Pagaus trembled at the chought of thee, 
. And fled the horror of thy tragedie ; 
ThyeStes cruel feaft, and how. the Sun 
| Shrunk in his golden beams that fight to fhun. 
| The bofoms of all Kingdoms open lye, 

Plain and emergent to th’ inquiring eye. 

But when we glance upon our native home, 
| As the black Center to whom all points come, 
We reft amazed, and filenely admire 
| How far beyond af! fpleen ours did afpire. 
| All chat we dare afferc,is but acry 
Of an exchanged peace for Liberty 5 
Afecret term by in{piration known, . 
| Amiftchat brooks no demonftration, 
| Unleffe we diveinto our purfes, where 
| We quickly find Our Freedom purely dear: 
| But why exclaim you thus? may fome men fay, 
| Againft the times ? when equal night and day 
| Keep their juft courfe? the feafons ftill the fame? 
| As {weet as when from the firft hand-they came? 
) The influence of the Stars benigne and free, 

As at firit Peep up in their infancie ? 
) > Tis not chofe ftanding motions that divide 
| The {pace of years. nor the {wife hours that glide 
ied Thole 
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Thofe little particles of age, that come 
In chronging Items that make up the Sum, 
That’s here intended : Bue our crying crimes 
4 Our Monfters that abominate che times. ‘ 
4 ’Tis we thac make the Metonimie good 
! By being bad, which likea troubled floud 
i Nothing produce but flimy mire and dire, 
And impudence that makes fhame maleperc: 
To travel further in chefe wounds that lye 
Rankling, though feeming clofed, were to deny 
Reftco an ore-watch’d world,and force frefh tears 
From ftench’d eyes, new alarum’d by old fears. 
Which if chey thus fhall heal and top, they be 
The firft chat ere were cur’d by Lethargie, 
This only Axiom from il Times increale 
I gather, There’s a time to hold ones peace. 
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The Commoners. 


x 
Ome your wayes 
Bonny Boyes, 
Of the Town, 
For now is the time or never, 
Shall your fears, 
Or your cares 
Caft you down? 
Hae Hang your wealth, 
| Aad your health, 
ay Get renown, 
Ve We all are undone for ever. 
il Now the Kia and the Crown 
Are tumbling down, | 
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| And the Reafm doth groan with difafters, 

And the {cum of che land, 

_ Arethe men chat command, 

‘And our Slaves are become our Mafters. 


) 


\ 
\ 
| 
i 
i 


i 





Now our lives 
Children, wives 
And Eftate, 
| Area prey to the luft and plunder, 
Totche rage _. 
Of our age3 
And the fate 
Of our land 
Is at hand, 
| °Tis too late 
| To tread thefle Ufurpers under. 
| Firft down goes the Crown, 
Then follows the Gown, 
Thus levell’d are we by the R oundhead, 
While Church and State muft 
Feed their Pride and their Luff, 
And the Kingdom and King contounded. 


9 








Shall we fill 
Suffer ill 
| And be dumb ? 
| And lec every Varlet undo us? 
| Shall we doube 
Of each Lowt, 
Thar doth come, 
With a voice , 
Like the noife 
: Ofa Drum, 
| And a Sword or a Buff-coat tons? 
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Shall we lofe our eftates 
By plunder and rates 
To bedeck thofe proud upftarts that fwagzer, 
Rather fight for your meat, 
Which thefe Locusts do eat, 
Now every man’s a beggar. 





The Scots Curanto. 


I 1) u 


Ome, come away to the Fuglifh wars, 
A fig for our Hills and Valleys, 
*Twas we did beginand will lengthen cheir jarrs, 

We'll gain by their lofs and folleyss 
Let che Nations 
By invafions, 

Break through our barrs, 

They can get little good by their falleys. 


2. 
Though Irifb and Englijb entred be, 
The Seate is become our Debtor. 
Let them have our Land,if cheir own may be free 
And che Scot will at length be a getter. 
If they crave it 
Let chem have ic, 
What care we: 
We would fain change our Land fora better. 


3. Long 














£ 


But now is their cime, when they can’t withftand 


-F 
Long have we longed for the Englifh Land, 
But weare hindred ftill by. dilafters,, 
> 
Bue are their own Countries wafters, 
If we venter, 
We may enter 
By command, 
And at laft we fhall grow to be Mafters. 


de 
When at firft we began to rebell, 
Though they did not before regard us, 
How the name of a Scot did the Exglifh quell, 
Which formerly have out-dar’d us, 
For our comming 
And returning, 
They paid us well, 
And royally did reward us. 


5: 
The better to bring our ends abourc, 
We muft plead fora Reformation; 
And tickle the minds of the giddy-brain'd rout, 
» With the hopes of an innovation. 
They will love us 


And approve us, 
Without doube, 


If we bring in an alceration. 


6. 
Down with the Bifhops and their train, 
The Surplice and Common Prayers, 
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Then will we not havea King remaitl, 
But we’l be the Realms furveyers- 
coe So by little : 
And a little 
We fhall gain 
Allshe Kingdom without gain- Layers 





7° : ; 
And whenat the laft we have conquer'd theKing, 
And beaten away the Cavaleersy: .° 
The Parliament next muft che fame ditty fing 
And thus we will fec the Stace by the ears. 
Byt heir jarring’ 
And their Warring 
Wewill bring; ° 
Their Eftates to be evrs, which they think to be 
. (theirs. 


8. 
And thus when among us the Kingdom is fhar’d, 
And the Peopleareal] made Beggars like we; 
A Scot will be as good as an Englith Leard, 
O! whae a unicy this will be. 
As we gain.it 
Well retain ic 
By the (weards 


And the Englith thall fay, bonny blew-cap for me. 
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An Anfwer to a Letter from Sir John 
Mennis , wherein: be jeers bin for 
__ falling fo quiekly tothe wey» 
of the Directory. 








Riend thou doeft lafh me with a ftory, 

A long one toc of Direftorys 
When thou alone defer ves the Birch, 
That brought’ft the bondage on the Church. 
Didft chou not creat for Brasfol City, 
And yield it up ? the more’s the pity. 
And faw’ft thou nor, how right or wrong 
The Common-prayer-book went along? 
Did’ft chou not fcourfe, as ifenchanted 
For Articles Sir Thomas granted ? 
And ‘barces, as an Author faith, 
The Articles oth’ Chriftian Faith ? 
And now the Dire&tory joftles 
Chrift out oth? Church and his Apoftiess 
And tears down the Communion rayles, 
That men may take it on their tayles. 
Imagine, Friend, Bochw the King 
Engraven on Sylla’s Signet ring, 
Delivering up inco his hands 
Fugurth, and wich him, ail his Lands; 
Whom Syllatook and fent to Rome, 
There to abide the Senates doom. 
In the fame pofture I {up pole, 
Fobe fanding in’s Doublet and Hose, 
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Delivering up amidft the throng 

The Common-prayer and Wiledoms fong 
To hands of Fazfux,; co bé fent 

A Sacrifice to the Parliament. 

Thott little choughe’t what Jear began, 
Wraps injthat Treaty. 2. .Bafie pobn. 
There lurk’d, che Fire that cura’d to Cinder, 
The Church her Orhanrents to Tinder. 
There bound up inthat Treaty lyes 
The face of all our Chrtimats-pyess ye. 
Our Holydaies there-went to wracks 
Our W akes,were laid upon their back, 
O.w Goflips {poons away were fwrcht, 
Our Feafts and Fees for Women churehts, 
Allthis, and more afcribe we might” ~ 
To Thea at Brigol, wregched Knigh ae aa 
Yet chon upbraia and rayld’ {tin rime, 
On me, for. ¢hat which was thy Crime.’ 

So fi -oward Childrenin the Sun, . 

Amidft cheir (ports fonie fhrew’d turn dotie, 
The faulcy Youch begins to prate, 

And layes it on his harmlefle Mate. 



































Dated , 
From Nympton where the Cider {miles, 
And Fames has horfe as lameas Giles, 
hefourth of Mzy, and doftthou hear ¢ 
Tis as I take the Sch, year 
since Portugal by Duke Braganza 


Was cut from Spain without a Hand-faw. 
i. 8: 
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| | The Kings Difguife. 








AW why a Tenant to this vile difguife, 
Which who bue fees, bla(phemes chee wicla 
| his eyes ? | 

| My ewins of light wichin their penthoufe fhrink, 

| And hold i their Allegiance now to Wink. 

1 Oh: for a ftate-diftin€tion to arraign 

| Charles of High Trea(én ’gainft my Soveraiga. 

| What an ufurper co his Prince 1s wont, 

| Cloyfter and fhave him, he himéelf hath don’t. 

| His muffled feacure {peaks him a reclufe, 

| His ruines prove him a religious houfe. 

The Sun hath mew’d his beams from off his 
| And Majefty defac’d the Royalftamp.  ( jamp; 
It’s not enoughrhy Dignitie’s in chrail, 

But chow’le cranfimute ic in chy fhape and alle 

| As ifthy blacks were oftoo faint a dye, 

Without che tin@ure of Tautology 

Flay an Atgyptian for his Caflocks skia, 

Spun of his Countries darknefle, line’c within 

| With Presbyterian budge, that drow fie trance, 

| The Synod-fable, foggy ignorance : 

I Nor bodily, nor ghoftly Negro could 

| Rotigh-caft thy figure ina fadder mould : 


This Privy-Chamber of thy fhape woul. be 
















| Bucche clofe-mourner of thy Royalty: 
Twill break the circle of chy Jaylors (pell, 
A Pearle within a rugged Oyiter fhell. 
Heaven, which the Mutter of chy Perfon owns, 
| Will fine chee for -Dilapidations ; 
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Liketo the martyr’d Abbeys courfer doom, »: 

Devoutly alcer’d to a Pidgeon-rooms) | 

Or like the colledge by-the changeling rabble, |<“ 

Mmmm Fives, transtorm’d into a fiable. 7 

Ovif there bea prophanation higher, | 

Such is che Sacriledge of chine attire, (-one 

By which th’ are balfdepos'd : chou lookitlike 

Whofe looks are under (eqneftration. 

Whofe Regenado form, at che firft glance, 

Shews like che felf-denying Ordinance, 

Angel of light, and darknels too, I doubt, 

In{pir'd within, and yet pofle(s’d without : 

Majeftick cwi-lighe in the ftate of grace, 

Yet with an excommunicated face. 

Charles and his Mask are of a different Mint; 

A Palm of mercy ina mifcreant print 

The Sun wears mid-night, Day is beecle-brow’d, 

And lightning isin Keldar of a cloud. « - | 

Oh the accu: ft Stcenography of fate! 

The Princely Eagle fhrunk into a Bat. 

What charm, what Magick vapour canit be; 

That fhrinks his rayes to this Apoftafie ? 

it is buc fubtile film of tiffany: air, 

No Gob-web vizard, fuch as Ladies wears 

When they are veil’d on purpofe co be feen, 

Doubling their luftre by cheir vanquifh’d skreen, 

Nor the falfe fcabbard of a Princes cough ! 

Metal, and three. pild darkne(s, liketheflough 

Ot an impri(on’d flame cis Fave in grain, 

Dark-Lanchorn co our high Meridian. 

Hell beiche chedamp, the Warwiek,caftle Vote 

Rang Britains Corfeu, fo our light went out. 

Thy vifage is not legible; che letters, | 

Like a Lords name writ in phantaftick fetters ¢ 
C'oachs 
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| Cloaths where a Switzer mighe be buried quick : 
Sure they would fit the Body politick. 

Falfe beard enough co fica ftages plot, 

For that’s che ambuth of.cheir.wit, God wot. 
Nay allshis..Properties: fo: ftrange aPpPear s 
¥‘are not i’th’ preience,though the King be there. 
A Libel is his dre, a garb uncouth, 

Such asthe Hveand ¢ry once purg’d at mouth, 
Scribling affaffinate, chy lines accett 

An ear-mark dues Cub of the Blatant beaft, 
Whofe wrath before’tis fyllabled for worte, 

Is Blafphemy unfledg’d, a callow curte, 

The Laplanders, wien they would fella wind 
Wafting to Hell, bag up thy phrafe, and bind 

It to the Barque , which at the Voyage-end 
Shifts Poop, and breeds the Collicke in the 

Fiend. , 

Put He not dubbe thee with a glorious /car; 
Nor fink thy Skullar witha man of War. 

The black mouch’d Si-quis , and this flandering 
Both do alike in picture execiite, ( {urit, 
But fince were all call’d Papifts, why not date 
Devotion to the rags thus confecrate? 

As Temples ufeto have cheit Porches wrought 
With Sphynxes, Creatures ofan antick draught, 
Aad puzling Pourcraictures, to fhew that chere 
Buiddles inhabited , chelike is here. 

“But pardon Sir, fiacel prelume to be 

Clerk ofthis Clofet co your Majeftys 

Me thinks in his your dark myfterious dreffe 

j fée the Gofpel coucht in Parables. 

Acmy next view my pur-blind fancy ripess 

And fhews Religion in its dusky types. 


P3 Such 
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Such a Fext-Royal , fo obfcurea thade, 
Was Solomon in proverbsall arsay’d, 

Come all the brats ofthis expounding age, 
To whom the {pirit is in pupillage; 
You that damn morethanever Sampfon flew, 
And wich his engine-the fame jaw-bone tou: 
How is’t he (capes your Inquificion free, 
Since bound up inthe Bibles livery’? 
Hence Cabinet-incruders, Pick~locks hence, 
You that dim jewels with your Briftolefennce = ; 
And Cl Haracreks, like Witches fo torment, 
Till ef hey cont elles guilt, chough innocent: 
Keys for this Coffer you can never get, 
None but St Peter ope’s-chis Cabinet 
Tais Cabinet, whofe afpe& would benight 
Critick (pegtacors with red lundant light. 
A Prince moft feen n, 38 Jeaft + What Scripeures call 
The Re velation, i is moft bid aad 

Mount then thou Shadow-royal, and with haft 
ag ince chy morning-ftar, Charles overcaft. 

May thy dcanse? journey contradictions ewift, 
And force fair weather froma Scorifh mift; 
Heavens Confeflors are postd, thofe ftar-ey’d faces 
To interpret Eclipfe, thus riding ftages, | 
Thus vael- like, he travels with a cloud: 
Both as a condu@ to himand a fhrond. 
But oh /he goes to Gibeon, oA renews 
A Jeague w ith mouldy bread, and clouted (hooves. 

































The Rebell SCO Ty 


Ow 1, Providence! and yetia Scotti crew 
Hrin Madam nature. wears black. patches 
What? fhall.our Nation be in bondage thus. (¢oo? 
Unto aLandchat truckles under, ns? 

Ring the,Bells backward, I am all on fire, 
Not all the Buckets ina,Couatry Quire 
Shall quench my rage. A Poet fhould be fear’d, 
When angry, like a Comets flaming beard. 
And where’s the Stoick ? .can his wrath appeafe 
To (ee hig Country fick of Pym’s dileafe, 
By Scotch \nvafion to be made a prey 
To fuch Pig-wiggi Myrmidons as chey ? 
Buc that there’s charm in verte,| would not quote 
The name of, Scot without an Antidote, 
Unleffe, my head were red, chat | might brew 
invention there chat might be poyfon too, 
Were La drowfie Judge, waoie di{mal note 
Difgorgeth naleers, as a Juglers throat | 

Yor ribbands: could 1 (in Sir Emp rick’s cone) 
Speak Pullsin phrate, and quack deftruction: 
Or roar dike Marfbull, chat Geaeva Bull, 
Helland Damnation a Pulpit full: 
Yer to exprefle a Scot, to play that prize, 
Not all chofemouth-Granadoes can fuffice. 
Before a Scot can properly be curft, 
| muft (like Hocas.) (wallow daggers firft. 

Gome keen Jambicks with your Badgers feet, 

And Badger-like, bite till your teeth do meet. 
Help ye care Satyrifts co imp my rages 


° i 
x 


Al set al} Pee Oe ry ce roe Py | a his 400 
¥ iC ail Cie SCO P1015 poac ;owuId Wi nap Cnis a sy 


Pp A. > Scots 


] 











































































216 Rump Songs, Part¥) 





Scots are like Witches, do but whee your: per; (| 
scratch till che bloud come, they’l not hurt you 
Now as che Martyrs were infore’d to take (then. 
The (hapes of Beafts, like Hy pocrites.at flake, 
Vie baie my Scot fo, yet not cheat YOuF eyes. 3» 
A Scot within a Beaft is no difguile, v2 
No more lee Ireland brag, her harmle& Nation 
Fofters‘no Venom, fince the § cots plantation : 
Nor casi ours feign’d antiquity maintain, 
Since they came in, England hath Wolves again. » 
The Scot that kept the Tower, might have fhown 
( Within the grate of his own breatt alone 
The Leopard and the Pa nther, and ingroft 
Whatall rhofe wild Collegiates had :coft 
The honeft high-fhoes in their termly fees, 
Fift to the (alvage Lawyer, next to thele: 
Nature her (eif doth Scotch-men Beafts confeffe, 
Making their Country fich a wildernefle- 
A Land that brings in queftion and fulpence 
Gods omni-prefence,but that Charlescame thence 
Bue chat Montrofs and Crawfords loyal band © .. ; 
Atton’d their fins. and chriffned halfthe Land. 
Nor isit all the Nation hath thefe (POES Soh «hj 45.97 
There ie a Church, as well as Kirk of Scots: 
As ina pine, where the {quinting paint 
Shews Fiend on this fide, and on that fide Saint. 
He that faw Hell in’s melancholly dream, 
And inthe twi-light of his fancy’s theam 
Sear 'd'from his fins, repented ina fright, 
Had he view’d Scotland, had turn’d Profelyte. 
A Land where one may Pray wich curft intent, 
O may they never fuffer banifhmenr! (doonr, 
Had (aim been Scot, God would have chang’d-his 
Not fore’: him wander, bue confin’d him homes 
RS Ge oh | Like 
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Like-Jems they (pread, and as infection fly,, 
As ifthe Devil had Ubiquity, 
Hence ’cis they liveat Rovers, and. defie .. | 
This or that placesRags of Geography. -% 7 <c8 
They're Citizens o’ch? world ;; they’r all-in all, 
Scotland’s a Nation Epidemicall.,.-. neitae SI 
And yet they ramble ndt, to learn the mode 
How to be dreft, or how-to lifp abroad ; 
To return knowing inthe Spanifh {hrug, 
Or which ofthe Dutch Statesa double Jug 
Refembles moft, in belly, or in beard 5 
( The Card by which the Marriners are fteer’d-) 
No, the Scots-Errant fight, and fight to-eat, (seat: 
Their Oftrich-ftomachs make their Swords their 
Nature with Scots, as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 
Who ufe to hang their teeth upontheir Belt: 
Yee wonder not at this cheirhappy choile, 
The Serpent’s facall till to Peradife, 
Sure England hath the Hemeroids, and chefe 
Ou the North pofture of che patient (eize, 
Like Leeches: thus thy Phyfically thirft 
Afcer ourbloud, but inthe cure fhall burf. 
Let them not think to make us run o’th’ (core, 
To purchafe villanage as once before, Ke] 
When an AG pats’d co ftroak them on the head, 
Call chem good Subjed&ts, buy chem Gingerbread; 
| Nor Gold, nor A&s of grace, ’tis Sceel muft tame 
| The ftabborn Scot: a Prince that would reclaim 
| Rebells by yielding, doth like him, (or worfe) 
: Who fadled his own back, to fhame his horfe. 
: Wasit for this you left your leaner foil, 
Thustc lard Ifrael with Agypts fpoyle ? 
‘They are the Golpels Life guard: but for them 
The Garrifon of new Fernfalem ! 
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a18 Rump Songs, Parel, 
What would the Brethren do? the Canfe! the 
Sack poffets,and the Fundamental Laws! ‘(Caufe! 
Lord! what’a goodly thing is want of {hirts ! 
How a Scotch-ftomach, and no-Meat, converts! 
They wanted food and raiment, fo they took 
Religion for their Seamftreffe and their Cook. 
Unmask them well, cheir honours and eftate, 

As well as confcience are fophifticate. 

Shrive bur their titles, and cieir money ‘poize, 

A Laird & twenty pounds pronotince’d with noife, 
When conftrw’d, but for a plain Yeoman'so, 
Anda good  fober two-pence, and well fo, | 
Hence chen you proud. Impoftors, get you gone, 
You Piéts in Gentry and Devotion 5 

You {candal tothe ftock of Verfe,a race 

Able.to bring the Gibbet in difgrace, 

Hyperbolus by (uffering did traduace 

The Oftracifm, and fham‘d it out of ufe. 

The Indian, that Heaven did forf{ware, 

Becaufethe heard the Spaniards werethere, 

Had he but known what Scots in Hell had been, 
He would, Erafwiw-like, have hung between : 

My Mufehathdone. A voider forthe nonce 

I wrong the Devil fhould I pick their bones. 

Thace dith is his, for when che Scots deceafe, 

Hell, like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. 

A Seot, when from the Gallow-tree gor loote, 
Drops into Styx, and turns a Soland-Goofe, 










‘Kamp Songs; 
The Scots Apoflafie: 


S’e'come to this ? what fhall the cheeks of fame, 
Stretene with the: breach of learnéd ‘Londons 
name, | 


| Be flag’d again ?. and that great piece of fence, 
As ricky in Loyalty and Eloquence. : 
Brought to the Teft; be found a trick of State? 





Like Chymifts tin@eures; prov'd adulterate ? 
The Devil fure fuch language did atchieve, 
To cheat our un-forwarned Grandam Eve, 
As this impoftour found out, to befor 
Ta’ experienc’d Englifh to believea Scot. 
Who reconcil’d the Covenants doubeful fence ? ? 
The Commons argument, or the Cities pence * 
Or og you doubt perfiftance in one good 
Would (poyle the fabrick of your Brotherhood, 
Projected firft in fuch a forge of fin, 
Was fie for the grand Devils hammeri ing? 
Or wast ambition that this dammed fak 
Should tell the world you know the fins you a& ? 
The infamy this fuper-creafon brings, 
Blafts more than Murders of your fixty Kings; 
A crime fo black, as being adv1;’ dly done, 
Thofe hold wich theleno competition. 
Kings only fuffer’d then, in this dotly lye 
Th? Affaffination of Monarchy. 
Beyond this fin no one ftep can be trod, 
Ifnot t’a ttempe depofing of your God : 
Oh were you fo ingag’d, chat we might fee 
Heavens angry lightning” bout your ears ¢ 
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Till you were fhrivel’d to duft,.and-your, cold 
Land, | . 

Parche to a drought beyond)the:Lybian fand). 

Buc ‘cis referv'd, till Heaven plague you worle: 

Be Objects of an Epidemick curfe. 

Firit, may your Brethren, co. whofe viler.ends .° 

Your power hath bawded,. ceafe. co be ‘your 
friends ; , | 

And prompted by the dicate of their reafon, 

Reproach the Traytors though chey hug che Trea- 

And may cheir jealoufies increafeand breed, (fon. 

Till chey confiue your fleps beyond the Tweed, 

tn forrain Nations may your loath’d name be 

A fiigmatizing brand of infamy ; 

Till fore’d by general hate, youceale to rome 

The world, and fora plagueco liveat home <’ 

Till you refume your poverty, and be 

Reduc’d to beg where none can be (0 free 

To grant; and may yourfcabby Land be all 

Tranflated to a general Hofpitall, 

Lec not the Sun afford one gentle ray, 

To give you comfort of a Summers day ; 

But, as a guerdon for your Trayterous War, 

Eve cherifh’d only by the Norchern ftar. 

No ftranger deign to vific your rude coaft, 

And be to all buc banifhe men, as loft. 

And fuch in heightaing of che infli@ion due, 

Let provok’d Princes fend them all to you. 

Your State a Chaos be, where not the Law, 

But power, your lives and liberties may aw. 

No Subje& ’mongft you keep a quiet breft,~ ~ 

But each man ftrive through bloud to be the’beft; 

Till, for chofe miferies on us you’ve broughr, 

By your own Sword our juft revenge be wrought. 


To 
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| Tofum up all let your Religion be; 
| As your Allegiance, mask’d hypocrifie : 








| Uncilkjewhen Charles thal] be compos’d in daft; ? 


Perfum’d with Epichetes of good. and jufts 

HE {av’d, incenfed Heaven'may have forgot 
T° afford one a& of mercy. to a Scot, 

| Unleffe chac Scot deny:himfelf, and.do 

( What's eafier far ) renounce his Nation too. 





The Scots Arrears. 


| -W-Our hundred thoufand pounds + 
f A lufty Bag indeed: - . 
| Was’c ever known fo vaft a Sum 


Ere paft the River Tweede ? 


Great pity it is, If{wear, | 
Whole Carts.was chither fent, 
Where hardly ewo in fifty knew, — 
What Forty fillings meant ; 
But ‘twas to {ome -perceiv’d, 
- Three Kingdoms were undone. 
| And chofe chat: fic here thought it ft, 
| To fettle them one by one, 
| Now Ireland hath no hafte, 
So there they’le not begin; 
The Scotifh ayde muft firft be paid, 
| For ye came freely in, 
And Wiliam Lilly writes ~-——= 
| © Who wricescheeruth you know; 
| Jn frofty weather they marched hither. 
Up co the chins in tnow. 
































































































222 = Ramp Songs. Part '¥. 
Free guarter.atiextefle, 
They donot weigh a fedther, Woy 
Thofe Crowns for coals, brought in by fhoalg3:.. 
_ Scarce: keptichéir men togethers.) - {raha 
OF Plunder they efteem Py): 
As crifles ofnoworthyviorn }. < 
Ofiorce ye dote, becaufe recnuit gk 
ified no fafter forth. 
ifonce this Cafhis paid, 
I hope the Scot ve {pedd, 
He need not fteal, but fairly deal, 
Both to be cloth’d and fedd. 
Our fheepand Oxen may 
_ Safe in their paftures fland, 
What need they filch the cow’ : 
That’s milch cofojourn in ‘their land. 


I wonder much the Scot 
With this defiles his hand) 

Becaule the fumm’sa price of Rome, 
Rais’d oue of che Bifhops lands; 

But too too well ye know 
To what intent they in comes * 

“Twas not their pains produe’d this gains, 
Twas fene to pack them home: 

Mechinks I hear themJatigh 
To fee how matters proved, ’ 

And givea fhout, ic fo fell out; 
Ye were more feard than loved. 

If Fockey after this 
Reneaginge hath forgot, 

From antient fires, he much retires, 

And fhows himfelf no Scot, 
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| A SONG | 
On the Seifmatic RO by UND Os, 





Nee f a cu¥ious Eye did fix,” 

| To obferve the tricks 
| Ofthe Schifmuticks of the Times, * 

To find out which of them’ | © Us 
| Was the merrieft Theme ,:°' 

And beft would befie eet PRames 3: 
| Arminius \ found folidyiiies! ad tiw bes 
! Socinians were not flolids : 
| Much Learning for Papifts did fickle. 
: But abyab, ba hababaRotundos vty) 
| = aby ba be be ha-ba'Peoturdos tots 3 
| Tia you that my fpleen dosbutickles ay WS 


- And firft co cell niftnot be forgot,) 
| How I once didtrot 
| Witha-great Zealot toaLedure, 
| Wherela Tub did view, 

Hung withapron blew; 
Twas the Preachers as I conjecture, 
His Ufe and his Do&rine too 
| Were of no other hue, 
| Thougt he {pake ina cone moft mickle : 
. But ab, hahaha, &c. 








| Petaughtamongft other prety things 
| That the Book of Kings 

Small benefice brings to the godly, one 
. elide 
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Refide he had fome grudges 
At che Book, of Judges, 

And talke of Leviticw odly, 

Wifedome moftof all 6 

| He-declares Apocryphal, 

Beat Beil and the Dragou,like Michael: 
But ab, aby.ba haha bay &c- 


*Gainft Humane Learning next he envyess 
And almoft boldly, fay’s, 
°Tis that which:deftroyes In{piration, 
Let fiperititioug fence aod j 
And wit be banifhed hence, 
Wich Popith Predomination 
Cute Bifbops down in haft, 2.9 «oy. 
Arnd:Cathedrals asfak. 
As Corn that’s fie for che fickle): 
But ab, abjha baba haRotundes rot y 
ab, haba ha ha ha Rotundos rot, 
"Tis you that nty {pleen doth tickle. 


4 GEg Ee, 
2 Was 
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Cromwell's Panegyrick: 


Shall Presbyterian Bells ring Cromwels praile, - 
S White we ftand ftill and do no Trophyes raile 
Unto his lafting name? Thenmay we be- 
Hung like che Bells for our dependencie. 
Well may his Nofe, that is Dominicall, 
Take pepper in’, to feeno Pen at all 
Stir co applaud his, merits, who hath lene 


Such valour, co ere& a Monument ns 
di 
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|Of lafting praife; whofe name fhall never dye, 

|While England has a Ghurch, or Monarchy. 

|He whom the laureil’d Army home did bring 

| Riding criumphant o’re his conquer’d King, 

\He is cue Generals Cypher now; and when 

) Hee’s joyn’d to him, he makes chac One a Ten. 

| The Kingdoms Saint; Exglandno more fhall ftir 

To cry St. George, but now St. Oliver. 

Hee’s the Realm Enfign; and who goes to wring 

His Nofe, is fore’d to cry, God fave the King. 

He that canrout an Army with his name, 

| And take a City, ere he views che fame : 

His Souldiers may want bread, but mere fhall fear 

( While hee’s their General, ) the wane of Beer; 

No Wonder chey wore Bayes, his Brewing-fat 

| ( Helicon-like ) make Poets! aureat. 

| When Brains in thofe Caftalian liquors {wim, 

| Wefing no Heathenith Pean, but a Hymne; 

| And that by th’ Spirit coo, tor who can chufe 

| Buc fing Hofanna to this King of Jewes? 

| Tremble you Scotifh Zealots, you that han’t 

| Freed any Gon(cience from your Covenant ; 

| That for chofebal’d Appellatives of Cauje, 

| Religion, and che Fundamental Laws, 

| Have pull’d ehe old, Epifcopacy down, 

| And as che Micer, fo youleferve the Crown. 

) You chat have made che Cap toch’ Bonnet vaile, 

| And made the Head a Servant tothe Taile. 

‘| And you curft (pawne of Publicans, chat fic 

|In every County, asa plague to it; 

| ‘That with your Yeomen Sequeftrating Knaves, 

Have made whole Counties beggerly, and Siaves- 

| You Synod, that have fate fo long to know 
Whether we muft believe in God, or no; 
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You that have tornthe Church > and fate e’im-- 
paire 

The Ten Commandements » the Creed , the 
Prayer ; 

And made your honors pull down Heavens glory, 

While you fet up chat Calfe, your Diregiory: 

We thall no.wicked jews-ear'd Elderé want, 

This Army’s built of Churches Militant 

Thefe arenew Tribes of Levis for they be 

Clergy, - yet of no Univerfitie. xs 

Pull down your Crefts,forevery bird thall'gather, 

From your ufurping back, a fiollen feather. 

Your great Lay Levire,whofe Sréat Margent tires 

he patient Reader, whitehe blots whole quires, 

Nay reams with Treafon; and with Nonfence too, 

To juftifie what e’re you fay or do: 

Whole circumcifed ears are hardly grown 

Ripe for another Pecfecntion : 

He muft,to Scotland for another paire; 

For he wilklofe thefe, ifhe tarry here. 

burges that Reeverend Presbydean of Pauls, 


. Muft(with his Poundage) leave his Cure of Souls, 


And into Scotland trot, thathe may pick 

Out of that Kirk, a nickenamy’d Bifhoprick, 
Uhe Protean Hy Pocrites, that will ne’re burn, 
Muft bere, or elfe at Tybura take a eurh. 

And Will,.the Conqueror iva Scotifh dance 
Muitlead his running Army into France. 

Or he and’s Jun&o among thofe-Crews 

In Holland build a Synagogue of Jewes, 

And {pread Rebellion ;/Great Alexandey 
Fears not a Pillory, like this Commander. 
And Bedlam Jobn, thatat his Clerks forg ves, 
Ufing them not like (eryants, but like flayes. 


He 
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He that fo freely rail’d againft his Prince, 
Cali’d him cl eel a ee Kunave , and fince 
Has ftil’d the whole: Army Baxkrupts; (aid, chat 
Of their Eftaces were equal co his own: ( none 
tHe chat was by a ftrong Ambition led 
- To fect himfelf upon the Cities bead : 
_ Buc when he has reftor’d his boch-fide fees, 
| Hee'lbe as poor, or they as rich as hee’s. 
And that full-gaping Tophet Goldfmichs Hall, 
Wich all his Furies, fhall co ruine fall. 
Weel benomore gull’d by that Popifh ftory, 
Buc {hall reach Heay’n without that Purgatory ; 
What Honour does he merit? what Renown? 
By whom all chefe Oppreffion are pull’d down, 





| And fuch a Government is like to be 

In Church and State, as eye did never fee: 
| Magicians hold, hee’l fet up Common-prayer; 
Looking in’s face they find the Rubrick there. 
His Name fhall never dye by fire nor floud, 

But in Church-windows fland, where Pi&ures 
| And ifhis Soul lothiag that houfe ofclay, (food. 
Shall to another Kingdom march away, 

Under fome Barnes floor fis bones fhall lye, 
Who Churches did, and Monuments defie: 

| Where. the rude Thrather with much knockiaz 
| Shall wake him at the Reftirrection. (on, 
And on his Grave fince there muft ben no Stone, 
Shall fland chis Epitaph; That be has none. 
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The Scotch Ware: ies! 8 ba . 


Hen firft che Scottifs War began sax 
The Engh(h man, wedid crapan, with: 
i} ; Pellit and Pike, he OsM 
Ha ' "Fhebonny biyche and canning Scot ~ 

Had thena Plot, which chey did not, weil {mell; 

| it’s likes | | 
‘i Although he could neither write , nor read, 

| Yet our General Lafhly crof’d the Tweed 

| Wich his gay gangh of Blew-caps all, 

| And we mareht with our Generalls 

| We took New-caftle ina trice, 

Buc -we thought it had been Paradice, 

They did look allfo bonny and gay, 

Till we cook all their Pillage away. 































































Then did we ftreight to plundering fall (day; 
Of great and fmall, for were all moft valiant that: 
And Finny inher Satcen Gown the beft in Town, 
From Heel to Crown was gallant and gay; 
Our filks and {weets made fuch afmother, 
Next day we knew not one another : 
For Jockie did never fo fhine, 
And Finny was never fo fine; 
A geud faith a gat a ged Beaver then, 
a But it’s beat intoa Blew-cap agen 
ves By a Redcoat, that did ftill cry, Rag, 
And ared {nowt, athe Deel aw the Crag. 














The Eagiifh raifed an Army ftreighe 
Wich mickle ftate, and we did wate to facethem 
as well; Then 
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Then every valiant Mufquet man put fire in pan, 
And we began to lace them as well; 
But before che Sparks were made a Cole, 
They did every man pay for his Pole; 
Then their bought Land we lent them agen, 
Inco Scotland we went with our men; 
We were paid by all, both Peafant and Prince, 
| But Ithink we have foundly paid for it fince, 
For our Silver is wafted, Sir, all, 
| And our Silks hang in Weiminfter Hall. 


The Godly Presbyterian, that holy man, 
| The War began with Bifhop and King, 
| Where we like Waiters at a Feaft 
| Bue not the leaft of all che gueft, muft difh up the 
We did take aCovenanttopulldown (thing, 
| The Crofs, the Crofier, and the Crown, 
VVich the Rochet the Bifhop did bear. 
| And the Smock that his Chaplain did wear - 
But'now che Covenant’s gone to wrack, 
They fay, it looks like an old Almanack, 
|For Jockie is grown out of date, 
| And Finny ischrown out of lace. 





| J muft confeffe the holy firk did only work 
| Upon our Kirk for filver and meat, 

| WVhich made us come with aw our broods, 

| Venter our bloods for aw your goods,to pilfer & 
But we fee what covecoufnels doth bring, (cheat; 
| For we loft our (elves when we fold our King 5 

| And alack now and welly we czy, 

| Our backs mow and bellies muft dyes 

| VVe fought for food, and not vain-glory, 
And fothere’s an end of a Scotifh mans Story; 
| yy 


Q3 Icurfe 
| | 
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3 curfe all your Silver and Gold, 


Aw the wortt cale chat ever wa; told) 





One RSE EI 


i The Power of Maney. 














iN TZ ‘isnoe the filvernor gold for it felf (power: 
Yee i That makes men adore it, but tis for its 
ea For no man does doat upon pelf becaufe pelf, 
| Bue all Coure che Lady in hope of her dower : 
a The wonders that now in our dayes we behold, 
| Done by the irrefiftable power of gold, 
i Our Zeal, and our Love, and Allegiance do hold, 
We This purchafeth Kingdoms, Kings, Scepters, and 
ra a ow 3S 3 ‘ 
Wi ins Bactels , and conquers the Conquerors 
bold ; 
Takes Bulwarks, and Caftles, and Cities, and 
] ‘OW NS, 
And our prime Laws are writ in letters of gold; 
’Tis this chat our Parliament calls and creates, 
Turns Kings into Keepers, and Kingdomes to 
“Cares, 


And peopledomes thefe into highdomes trani- 
lates. 





Wyeth Veal 
Ph | —_ 


a his made our black Synod to fit flill fo long, 
Wi i To make them(elves rich, b y making us poor 5 
i | e 








| lhis made our bo! d Arn ny fo dari ing and if (rong, 
Sind meadae ae 
And Made them turn tiem, like Geele, OUT ‘of | 


Nps om ews 
CoO} 5) 





*T was 
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"Twas this» made: our ee aratsiadad to 
make it, 

And. this- made ‘our Piielts for'to make us to 
take it, : 

And this»made both Makers and Takers. for- 
fake it. 


Twas this fpawn'd the dunghill Crew of Com- 
mittees and ftrators, 
Who live by picking the Crockadile Parlia- 
ments gums $ 
This firft made, and then profpered the Rebells 
and Traytors, 
And made Gentry of tchofe that werethe Nati- 
ons {cums : 
This Herald gives Armes not for merit, but ftore, 
And gives Coats co thofe that did fell Coats 
before, 
If their pockets be but lin’d well with argent 
and ore. 


This, plots can devife, and difcover what they 


ares 
_ This, makes che great Fellons the Jeffer con- 

demn 5 

This, fets thofe on the Bench, that fhould ftand at 
«the Bar, 
Who Judge fuch as by right ought to Execute 
them ; 

Gives the boyfterous Clown his unfufferable 
pride, 

Makes Beggars, and Fools, and Ulfurpers to ride, 


Whiles ruin'd Propriators run by their fide. 


Q. 4 Stamp 
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Stamp either che Armes of the State or the King, 
»t. George or the Breeches, C..R.0rQ-P.' 

The Crofs or the Fiddle, ’tis all che fame ching ; 
This, ftill is the Queen whofoe’er the King be; 

This,lines our Religion, builds DoG&rine &Truth 

With Zeal and the Spirit the factious endueth, 

Toclub with Se. Katharine, or {weet Sifter Ruth, 


‘Tis money makes Lawyers give Judgement, or 
Plead ! a a etter 
On this fide, or that fide, on both fides, or 
neither 3 3 
This makes young men Clerks that:can-fcarce 
-. Writeorread, — 
And {pawns arbitrary Orders as various as the 
Weather ; | 
This makes your blew LeGurers pray, preach, 
and prate 
Without reafon or fence againft Church, King, or 
State, | 
To fhew the thin lining of his twice-covered pate. 


“Tis money makes Earls, Lords, Knights, and 
E (quires rie 
Without breeding, defcent, wit, learning, or 
merit; . 
This makes Ropers, and Ale-drapers, Sheriffs of 
| » Shires, : | ) 
Waofe trade is noe fo low, nor fo bafe as eheir 
{pirit:: OH ee re 
This Juftices makes, and wifé ones we know, 
Faer’d Aldermen too, and Mayors alfo3 
This makes the old Wife trot,and makes the Mate 
‘sO B03 eget 
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This makes your blew aprons Right Worfhipfull; 
And for this we ftand bare, and before them 
do fall 5 
They leave their young heirs well fleeced with 
‘owooll, 
Whom: we mutt call Squires, and then they 
sorpay alk: | 
Who with beggarly fouls, though their bodies 
be gawdy, 
Court the pale Chamber-maid, and nick-name 
hera Lady, : 
And for want: of good wit, they do {wear and talk 
bawdy: 


This Mariages makes, tis a Center of love, 
It draws on the man, & it pricks up the woman 
Birth, virtue, and parts no affeCtioncan move, 
Whilft chis makes a Lord ftoop tothe Brat of a 
Brcoom-mian 5 
This gives virtue and beauty to che Laffes thac 
you wooe, 7 
Makes women of all forts and ages to do; 


* Tis che {cul of che world, and the worldling too. 


This procures us whores, hawks, hounds & haress 
’Tis this keeps your Groom, and your Groona 
keeps your Gelding ; 
This buile Citizens Wives, as wellas wares 5 
And this makes your coy Lady fo coming and 
yielding 3 | 
This buys us good Sack, which revives like the 
{pring 5 
*Tis this your Poetical fancies do brings 
And this makes you as merry as we that do fing. 
ait Contentment 
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Contentment. 


Hat though the ill cimes do runcroffe to 
our will, : 
And Fortune ftill frown upon us’, 
Our hearts are our own, and fha}l befo fill, 
A fig for the plagues they lay on us; 
Letus take t’other cup, to chear our hearts up, 
And lec it be pureft Canary ; 
We line’er fhrink nor care, at the Crofles we bear, 
Lec them plague us untill they be weary. 


What though we are made both Beggars and 
Let’s endure it, and ftoucly drink on’e, (Slaves? 
*Tis our comfore we {iffer ’caufe we wont be 
Knaves, 
Redemption will come e’re we think on’; 

We muft flatter and fear, chofe thar over tis ‘are, 
And make them believe that we love them, 
When their Tyranny is paft, we'can ferve them at 

laft 
As they have ferv'd thofe have been above them. 
Let the Levites go preach for the Goofé or the 
To drink Wine at Chriftmas or Eaffer : ( Pig, 
The Dot&or may labour our lives to new trig, | 
_ And make Nature faft while we feaft her $ 
The Lawyer may baal, out his Lungs and his Gall 
For Plaintiff, and for Defendant, ( dye 
At his Book che Scholar lye, while with Plato he 
With an ugly hard word at the end one. 


Then 
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Then here's to the man chat delights in fol fa, 
For Sack is his only Rozin, 
A load of hey ho, is not worth aha ha, 
He’s aman for my money that draws in; 
Thena pin for the muck, and a pin for ill luck, 
*Tis better be blithe and frolick, (death 
Than figh out our breath, and invite our own 
By che Gout, or the Stone, or the Collick. 





On the Goldfmiths Committee. 


Om Drawer, fome wine, 
Or wee’ll pull downthe Sign, 
For weare all joviall Compounders : 
We'll make the houfe sing, 
With healehs to our KING, 
And confufion light on his Confounders. 


Since Goldf{miths Committee 
Affords us no pitty, 
Our forrows in Wine we will fleep um, 
They force us to take 
Two Oaths, bue wee'll make 
A third, that we ne’er meant to keep um. 


And next, who e’re fees, 
We drink on our knees, 
To the King, may he thirft chat repines : 
A fig for chofe Traytors 
Phat look to our waters, 
They have nothing co dawith our Wines. 
And 
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And next, here's a Cup 
To the Queen, fill ie np, 
Were it poyfon we would make anend on't.: 
May Charles and the meet. 
And tread under feet : 
Both Presbyter and Independent. , 


















To the Prince, and all others, 
His Sifters and Brothers, 
As low in conditionas high born, 
We'll drink chis, and pray 
Thae fhortly chey may 
See all them that wrongs them at Tybern. 


And next, here’s three bouls 
To all gallant fouls, 
That for the King did, and will venter 3 
May they flourifh when thofe 
That are his, and their foes, 
Are hang’d and ram’d down to the Center. 


And nexe, let a Glaffe 
To our undoers paffe, 
Attended with two or three Curfes : 
May plagues fent from Hell 
Stuff their bodies as well 
As che Cavaliers coyn doth their purfes. 


May the Cannibals of Pyu:z 
Rat them up limb by limb, 
Or a hot Feaver fcorch ‘um to embers ; 
Pox keep ‘um in bed : 
Unrill they are dead, 
- And repent for the loffe of their Members. 


And 





Doubts, Fears, and Diftradétions, 








| 
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And may they be found 


Jn all to abound, . 
Both wich Heaven and the Countries anger, 
May they never want Fractions, 


Till che Gallow-tree choaks them from danger. 


A a re 
een 


The mad Zealot. 


MI mad, Onoble Fetus, 
When Zealand godly knowledge 
Have put me in hope 
To deal with che Pope, 
As well as che beftinthe Colledge ? 
Boldly I preach, bate a Croffe, bate a Surplice, 
Miters, Copes,and Rochets : 
Come bear me pray nine times a day, 
Aud fill your beads with Crochets. 


Se ee 





In the houle of pure Emanuel 

l had my Education, 

Wheremy friends furmife 

{ dazell’d mine eyes 

With che light of Revelation. 
Boldly I preach, @c. 





They bound me like a Bedlam, 
They !afht my four poor quarters; 
Whilft chus I endure, 

Faith makes me {ure 

To be one of Foxes Martyrs. 

Boldly I preach, €€. 
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Thefe injuries J fuffer | 
Through Antichrifts perfwalions; 

Take off this Chain, 

Neither Rome nor Spain 


Can refift my ftrong invafions. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


























Of the beafts ten horns ( God bleffe us ) 
T have knock’d off three already : 
Itchey let chem alone, 
Vie leave him none: 
Bue they fay Iam too heady. 
Boldly I preach, &'c, , 


When I fack’d the feven-hiil’d Cicy.} 

I met the great red Dragons 

I kepe him aloof 

Wich the armour of proof, 

Though herel:have never a rag on. 
Boldly Epreach, vc. 


Wich a fiery Sword and Target 

There foughe I wich this Moniter : 

But the fons of Pride 

My Zeal deride, 

And all my deeds mifcontter. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


Junhors’d the Whore of Babel 
With the Lance of {nfpirations : 
J made her ftink, 

And {pill her drink 

Inthe cup of Abominations, 
Boldly I preach, &c, 





£ 


Panels’! Reamp Songs. 
I have feen two in a Vifion, 
With a flying Eook between them :‘ 
I have been in defpair 

_ Five times a year, : | 

And cur'd by reading Greenbam, | 
Boldly I preach, ec, iy 
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 Yobferv’d in Perkins Tables | | 
The black Lines of Damnation , il 
Thofe crooked veins i) 
So ftuck in my Brains, 
That { fear’d my Reprobation, 
Boldly I preach, &c; 


In the holy tongue af Canaan 
1 plac’d my chiefeft pleafure, 
Till pricke my foor, 
With an Hebrey root 


- 


That I bled beyond all meafitre. 
Boldly I preach, ec. 


] appear’d before th’. Archbifhop, 
And all che High Commiffion : ie 
I gave him no Grace, | ip 
But told him to his face a 
That he favour’d Superftition, Hi 
Boldly I preach, hate a Croffe, hate a Surplice, i! 
Miters, GC Opes, and Rockets : 
Come bear me pray nine times a day, 
And fill your beads with Crotcbets. 
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Of banifhing the Ladies out of ‘Lown. 








I. 
ee ftrange | will unfold; 
Then which a (adder ne’re was told, 
HT How the Ladies were from London fent, 
i With mickle woeand difcontent. 











2 
| A heart of Marble would have bled, 
a To fee this rout of white and red, 
Mi) Both York and Lancaster muf fly, 2 
| Wich all cheir painted Monarchy. 


3 | 
Thofe faces which men fo much prize, 
In Mrs. Gibbes her Liveries, 
Mutt leave their falfe and borrowed hue, 
And put on grief that’s only true, 





4. 
Thofe pretty patches long and round, 
Which covered all that was not found; 
Muft be forgotten at the Farmes, 
As.ufeleis and fufpicious charmes, 


5: 
Now we muft leave all our Defignes, 
ee That were contriv’d within the Lines; 
ale Communication is deny’d, 
| If to our Husbands we be try’d,’ 


& v 


































f 


Sheree i STEREOS CO ES AERA Se RR RR NY UE I SEP OT Ee = 


Parti. Raz 





mp Songs. DA 


And here’s the mifery alone, 
We muft have noching but our own, 
. Oh give us Liberty, and we 
Willnever aske propriety: cae 


Alas how cana Kiffe be fent, 
_» From Rocky Cornwall into Kent? 
: Or how can Sufex ftretch an arm 
To keep a Northern fervane warms 


8, 
"Qh London ! Cetitre ofall Mirth, 
Tb’ Epitome of Englifh Barchs 
All Provinces are in the ftreets, 
And Warwick-fhire with Effex meets, 


9. 
Then farewell Queen-ffreet, and the Fields, 
And Garden tnat fuch pleafure yields, 
Oh who would fuch fair Lodgings change, 
To nefile ina plunder’d Grange’ 





10, 
Farewell good places old and news 
And Oxford Kates once more adieu; 
But it goes uato our very hearts, 
To leave the Gheefe-cakes and the Tarts: 


Ei. 
Farewell Bridge-foot and Beer thereby, 
And thofe bald-pates chat ftand fo high, 
: R. 
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We with it from our very Souls, 
That other Heads were on thofe powles. 





12. , 
Buc whether hands of Parliament, 
r of Husbands, we’re content, 
Since all alike fuch Traytors be, 
Both againft us and Monarchy. 


rrr eal dhe icant gil 





nn re 


Loyalty confin'd. 


Bt on proud Billowes, Boreas Blow, 

Swell curled Waves, high as Fove’s roof, 

Your incivility doth thew, : 

That innocence is tempeft proof, (calm, 
Though furely Nereus frown , my thoughts are 
Then ftrike affli&tion, for chy wounds are balm. 


That which the world micalls a Goale, 

A private Clofet is to me, 

Whilft a good Contcienice is my Baile, 

And Innocence my Liberty : 
Locks Barres and Solitude cogether met, 
Make meno Prifoner but an Anchorit. 


1 whil'ft | with’d to be retir’d 
Into this private room was turn’d, 
As if their wifedomes had con{pir’ 
The Salamander fhould be bura’d, 


D4 
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The Cynick hugs his ‘poverty, 
The Pelican her wildernefs,.. 
And’cis the Indians pride tobe = ™ 
Naked on frozen Caucafm. 
Contentment cannot (mare, Stoicks we (ce 
Make torments eafieto cheir Apathy, 


Thefe Menacles upon my Arm, 

Tasmy Miftris’s favours wears 

And for to keep my Ankles warm, 

I have fome Iron Shackles there. . 
Thefe walls are but my Garrifon; chis Cell 
Which men cal! Goal,doth prove my Cittadel. 


So he that ftrook at Fafous life, 

Thinking he had his pur'pole fure: 

By a malicious friendly Knife, 

Did only wound him toa cure. 
Malice] fee wants wit, for what istneanr, 
Mifchief oft-times, proves favour by th’ event. 


me in this Cabinet lockt up, 
Like fome high-prized Margaret, 
Or like fome great Mogul or Pope, 
Arecloyftered up from publick figitt. 
Retirement isa piece of Majefty, 
And thus proud Sultan, Pane as great as chee. 


Here fin for want offood muft flarve, 

Where tempting Objects are not feen; 

And thefe ftrong Walls do only ferve, 

To keep Vice out, and keep me in. 
Malice of late’s grown charitable ture, 
me not cominitced, bue Pme kepriectire. 


4” S) han 
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Whence once my Prince affliGion hath, 
| Profpericy doth Treafon feem; 
| And for to fmooth fo tough a Path, 
ah Ican learn Patiencefromhim. 
i | Now not to fuffer, fhews no Loyal heart, 
i When Kings wants eafe, Subje&ts muft bear a 
( part. 





























ni Have you not feen the Nightingale, 
a A Pilgrim koopt into a Cage, 

W How doth fhe chant her wonted tale, 
all In that her narrow hermitage. 

i Even then her charming melody doth prove, 
Hil That all her Boughs are Trees, her Cage a 
i (Grove. 














it My foul is free as the ambient aire, 
an Although my bafer part’s immur’d, 
Whileft Loyal thoughts do ftill repair, 
T’ accompany my Solitude. 
And though immur’d, yet I can chirp and fing, 
Difgrace to Rebels, glory to my King. 


VVhat though } cannot fee my King, 
Neicher in his Perfon or his Coyne, 
Yet contemplationis a thing, 
That. renders what [ have not mine. 
My King from me, what Adamant can part, 
VVhom J do wear engraven on my heart. 





; ae J am that Bird whom they combine, 
a Thus to deprive of Liberty; 

| | But chough they do my Corps confine, 
Yet maugre hate, my Soul is free. 
Although Rebellion do my Body bind, 
My King can only captivate my mind. 














On 
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On the demolifhing the Forts. 


S this the end ofall the toil, 
And labour of the Town ? 
And did our Bulwarks rife fo high 

Thus low to tumble down? 








| All things go by contranies now, 

| Wefighe to ftill che Nation, 

_ Who build Forts co pull down Popery, 
Pull down for Edification. ~ 

| 

| 

| 





The Indepedents tenets , and 
The wayes fo pleafing be. 

Our City won’e be bound about, 
But ftands tor Liberty. 





The Popifh do&rine fhall mo more 
. Prevail within our Nation; 
For now wefeethat by our works, 
There is no Juftification, 





What an Almighty army’s this,” 
How worthy ofour prayfing, 

That with one Vote canblow down that 
All we fo long were raifing ! 


Yet let’s not wonder at this Change, 

| For thus ‘twill be with all. 

| Thee works did lift chemfel ves too high, 
And Pride muft have a fall. 
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And when both Houfes vote agen 9 
The Cavies to be gone, 

Nor dareto come within the lines 
Of Communication. | 





| They muft referve the fenfe or elfe, 

| Referr’e to the Divines, 

| And the * had need fit fever years more 
Ht Ere they can read thofe lines. 














Hh They went co make Gotham ON, 
il For now they did begin 

| To abel’ thefe mighty banks about; . 
_ To keep the Cuckoes in. 


Alas what need they take (uch pains! 
For why a Cucko here — 

Might find {o many of his Mates, 
Heel fi fing here all the year. 


pee i | Has Haac our L. Maior, L. Maior, 

ea ~ With Tradefmen and his Wenches," 

i Spenc fo much time, and. Cakes aud Beers 
ea To edifie chefe Trenches ! 





vn All trades did thew cheir skill in this, 
ae Each Wife an Engineer 3 
nea The Mairef took the. tool in hand, 


The maids the ftones did bear. 








Wits Thefe Bulwarks ftood for Popery, 
tt And yet we never fear’>d um, 

And now they worfhip and fall down, 
Before chole Calves chat rear’d ’um, 
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But though for Superftition, 

The Croffes have been down’d, 

- Who’ld think thefe works would Popifhiturn, 
That ever have been round ? 


This {poyles our Palmiftry; for when 
_- Wee’l read the Cities fate, 

| We find nor Lines nor Croffes now , 
As ithath had of late. 


No wonder that the Aldermen, 
Will no more mony lend, 

When they that in this feven years, 

_ Such learned works have pen’d. 





| Now to debafe their lofty. lines, 

| Inwhich the wits delighted, 

_ ?Tis choughe they’! nere turn Poets, mores 
| Becaufe their worksare flighted. 





| Thefe toa dolefull tune are fet, 

| For chey that in the town. 

| Did every where cry Up go we, 

| Now they moft fing down down. 





Buc if that Tyburn do remain, 

When tother flighted be, | 
| The Cits will chither flock and fing, 
Hay, hay, then up go we. 
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Upon Routing the Scots Army. 
A SONG. | 
To the Tune of Through the Wood. Lady. 


I. 

Os lend, lend y’are lugs Joes, an Ife fpeak 

a Song, | 2 
Sing heome agen Jocky, fing beome agen Jocky, 

O hes velient A&s an hes Prowes emon iat 

_ Sing beome agen beome agen O valent Jocky. 


ahd, 

Sirty Jockie’s a Man held a mickle Note, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, oc, 

Tha Breech otha Covenant fuckin hes Th rote, 
Sing heome agen, beome agen, &c. 


For Fockse was riteous, whilk ye wad admire, 
_ Sing beome agen Jocky, mc, 
A fooghtfor tha Kirk,bet a plunder’d tha Quire 
~ Sing heome agen Jocky, ec. ea 


An Fockie waxe roth a a toll Angland acam, 
. Sag beome agen Jocky, &c. cr 

Fro whence hee’d return, butalack a is Jame, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, eve. 
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x ) 
An ‘ockie was armed fro topp toll to toe, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, Oc. 
Wiapo’re o Men and ch’are geod D==exs I tro, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, &c. | 


6 
So valent | wis they were, an fa prat, 

Sing beome agen Jocky, &c. ) 
Ne Cock nor Hen durft ftand in thare gat, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, @c. 


7. 
In every ftrete thay ded fa flutcer, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, Oc. 
_ ‘Ne Child durft fhaw his Bred and Butter, 
Sing heome agen, Jocky, &¢. 





3. | 
Whan th’ Anglifb Forces they herd on o’re night 
Sing heome again Jocky, @c. ‘ 
| Next Morne thay harneft themfels for a fight, 
| Sing beome agen, beome agen, Oc. . 


9e 

Thare D—— wes tha Mon thac wad be fen ftoot, 
| Sing beome agen, Jocky, @¢. Yee 
| He feas’t tham awhile, thenturn’d Ars’s about, 
Sing beome agen, beome agen, Orc. ; 





| 10. pie 
| ThaMen that ater this valent Scot went, 
Sing beome agen Jocky , rs. 
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Had ner foond him oout, bet by a ftrong fent, 
Sing beome agen, beome agen O valent Jocky, 


II. . 
Bet fe tha reward 6 that Cowardly Crue, 
Sing beome agen Jocky, @ce 
Thare Countremon Ballatinefent *em to Corfe, 
Not home agen, home agen, O flavifh Jocky. 








The difloyal T tmift. 


I. 
Ne our holy Wars are don, 
Betwixt the Father and the Son; 
And fince we have by righteous fate, 
Diftreft a Monarch and his Mate. 
And firft their heirs fly into France 
To weep out their Inheritance; 
Let’s fet open all our Packs, 
Which contain ten thoufand wrackss 
Caft on the fhore of the red Sea | 
OF Nafeby, and of Newbery...» | 
If chen you will come provided with Gold, 
We dwell 
‘Clefe by Hell, 
Where wee'l felf 
MWhac you willy'<, 
That is alls 
For Charity waxeth cold, 




















Haft chou done murther , or bloud fpile, 
We can foon giv’t another name, 
That will keep thee from all blame: 
But be it ftill provided thus, 
» That thou haft once been one of us 3 
Gold is the God that fhall pardon the Guilt, © 
For we have 
What fhall fave 
Thee from th’ Grave, 
Since ‘the Law 
Wecan awe; 
Although a famous Prince’s bloud were {pilt. 


: 3: 
ifa Church thou’ haft berefe 
Ofits Plate, ’cis holy-theft; 
Or for Zeal-fake, if chou beeft 
Prompted on to take a Priefts 
Golds is -a {ure prevailing Advocate : 
Thencome ... | 
Bring fumme, . 
Law as dumb : 
And fubmits, 
To. our wits; 
For it’s Policy guides a State. 
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A Medley, 


I. 
Com for a Gamefter that plays at all he fees, 
R owhee fickle faith is fram’d, Sir, to fit fach 
( times as thefe ; 

One that cryes Amer,to ev'ry fattious Prayer, 

From Hugh Peters Pulpit, to St. Peters Chair : 
One that caa comply with Crofier and with 
And yet can bouze (Crown; 

A full carouze, 
While bortles tumble down, 
Dery down. ; 


2. 
This ts the way to trample without trembling. 
_ Since Sycophants only'fecure s 
Covenants and Oiths are badges of diflembling, 
Tis the Politique pulls’ down the pure: 
To plunder and pray, 
To proteft and betray 
Are the only ready wayes to be great, 
Fiattering willdo the feac : 
Ne’re go, ne’ré ftir bs 
Have ventred farther, 
Then the greateft o’ ch’ Damme’s in the Town, 
From a Copper to a Crown. | 


; ba i 
J am in an excellent homor. now to think well ‘ 
And I’me in another humor now to drink well ; 


Fill 
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Fill us up a Beer-bow! boy, 
That we may drink ie merrily 5 
And let none other fee, 
Nor caufe co underftand, 

For if we do, ’cis ten to one we are Trepand. 


| Come fill us up a braneat Quarts, 
| Whofe Anagram is call’d crue hearts ; 
Ifall were true as I would hav’e, 
And Britain were cur’d of its humor, 
Then I fhould very well like my fate, 
| And drink off my Wine ata freer rate, 
) Without any noife or tumor 3 
_ And then I fhould fix my humor. 


But fince2cis no fuch Det change your hue, 
I may cog and flatter, fo may you ; 
Religion | 
Is a wigeon, 
_” And reafon | 
Is Treafon ; (adieu. 
And he that hath a Noble heart may bid che world - 





é. 
We matt be like the Scotty man, 
| Who wich intent to beat down {chifm, — 
Brought fortha Presbyterian, | 
A Canon and a Catechilm. 
| If Beuk wont do’c, chen Jockze fhoot, 
| The Kirk of Scot/and doth command ; 
And what hath been,fince he come in, 
am fure we ha’ caufe co underftand. 






































The Scot. 


i. 
| Amthe bonny Scot Sir, 
My name is Mickle Fobn 5 
°Tis I was in the Plot Sir 
When firft che Wars began : 
Jleft che Court one thonfand 
Six hundred forty one ; 
But fince the flight 
Ac Worfter fight 
Weare aw undone. 
Iferv’d my Lord and Matter 
When as he liv’d at home, 
Untill by fad difafter 
He receiv’d his doom 3 
But now we fink, 
Uds bred J chink 
The Deel’s gat in his room, 
He ne man {pares, 
But ftamps and ftares 
Acall Chriftendom. 


2 


Ihave cravel’d mickle grounds, 
Since I came from Worfter-bounds, 


i have gang’d che jolly rounds 
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A Medley of the Nations: he | 


Ot che neighbouring Nations 5 
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And what cheir opinions are 
| Of the Scotch and Englifh war, 
In geed faich I fal declare; | 
And their approbations. i 
Fockie {wears | ‘| 
He has his load, | 
Bears the rod, 
Comes from God, 
And complaints go-very odd 
since the fiege at Wor(ter ; 
We were wounded 
Tag and rag, 
Foot and leg, 
Wemb and crag 5 
Hark I hear theDutchman brag, 
And begin to blufter. 





The Dutch. 





Uds Sacrament, fal epee Moghen States 
Strike down der top fails unto puny Powers ; 
Ten twofand tun of Tivel Dammy Fates, 
If dat der Ships and Goods prove not all ours : 
| Since dat blooc and wounds do delight dem, 
Taratara Trumpet founds, i} 
| Let Van Tromp go fort and fight dem; | 
All de States fhall firt be crown’d, | 
Englith Skellam fighe not‘on goat fide ; 
| Out av-laft the Flemins bear, 
Dey ha’ giv’nus fufha broad fide ; 
Dat.ick fal be fore’t to retreat, 
See de French wan he comes in compleat, 
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Gam French, 


aes 

By Gat Mounfieur ’tis much in vain 
For Dufbland, France, or Spain, 
To crofle de Englifh main ; 
De Nation now is grown {0 ftrong, 
De Divlaer’e be long 
Muft learna de fame tongue. 
*Tis betcra den far to combine, 

To fel dem Wine, ) 
And teafha dem to make der Laty fines 
We'll ceafh dem for co trip and minfhy 

To kick and winfh, 
For by de Sword we never fal convince, 
Since every Brewer dere can beat a Prince. 


The Spantard. 


5 
What are the Englifb to quarrel fo prone, 
Dat dey cannot now adayes let deir neighbour 2- 
And fal de Grave and the Catholick King, (lone, 
Before ever dus control’d wid a {word and a fling; 
Sal bode de Indias be left unto de fway, 
And purity a dofedac do plunder and pray 5 
E’re dat we will fuffer firch affronts for to be, 
Welllcumble dem down, as you fal fennon fee: 


The 
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The Welfh. 


ee was once a Cottamigticyof Wales, 
Put ker Cofin O. P. was a-Creater, 
Was come in her Gountry’ Caefipluctery: nailes., 
Was take her welciithéok-and'was peat her 5: 
Was eat up her Sheefe, - 
Her Tuck and her Geeles 
Her Pick, her Capon was tyfor’t 3 
Ap Richard, ap Owen) ap Morgon, ap Stefeits 
Ap Shenkiins ap Powel was “cee fort. 


The ti : 


rif 
O hone, O hone, poor Teg and {hones 
O bone may howl and cry, 
Sc. Patrick help dy Country men, 
Or Hie and trot we dye; 
Delinglifh fteal our hoart of Ufqnebagh, 
Dey put iusto de (word altin Dewguedagh : 
Help us St. Patrick we ha no Saint at all but ileey 
O let us cryno more, O bone, a cram, acree! 


“The Englifp. 


© 
Se 


A Crown, a Crown, make rooms 
The Englifs man is come, it 
S , WY h hofé 
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Whole valour 
Is caller 
Than all Chriftendome: 
The Spanifh, French, and Dutch, 
Scotch, Welch, and Irifo Grutch, 
We fear not, 
We carenot, 


F or we can deal with fuch, (wafte, 
You thought when we began in aCivil warte 
Our Tillage 
Your Pillage 


Should come home at laf: 
For when we 
Could not agree, 
You thought to fhare in our fall; 
But nere ftir Sir, 
For firft Sir 
We fhall noofe you all. 


en a rt en 


A Medley, 


36 
Toe Englifo.¥ Ec the Trumpets found, 
And the Rocks rebound, 
Our Englifh Natives comming;° 
Let the Nations {warm, 
And the Princes ftorm; 
We value not their drumming. 


"Tis not France chat looks fo {mug 
Old fathions ftill renewing, 


Ie is not the Spanifh thrug, 
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Scotifh cap, or Irifhrug,; 

Nor the Dutch-mans double jug 

Can help what is enfuing, 

Pray my Mafters look about; 

Por fomething is a Brewing. 


| 2, 
He that isa Favorite confuleing with Fortune, 
Ifhe grow not wifér, chen he’s quite undone; 
In a rifing Creature we daily fee certainly, 
He is a Retreater that fails to goon : 
He that in a Builder’s crade 
Stops e’re the Roof be made, _ 
By the Aire he may be betray’d 
And overthrown: 
Hethat hatha Race begun, 
And let’s che Goale be won} 
He had betternever run, 
But lec *c alone: 


33 
Then plot rightly, 
March fightly, 

Shew your glitcering Arms brightly ¢ 
Chargehighely, 

Fight (prightly : 

Fortune gives renown, 

A right rifer 
Will prize her, 

She makes ali che World wifer3 
Scill try her, 
Wee'#ain by her 

A Cofhn or a Crown: 
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ast 
ifthe Dutchman or the Spaniard 
Come but'to oppofe us, 
We willchruft chem out of the Main-yard, 
If they do but nofe us : 
Hans, Hans, thinkuponthy fins, _ 
And theafubmit to Spain thy Mafters- 
For though now you look like Friends, 
ie Yet he will never cruft you after; 999’ ; 
intl Drink, drink, givethe Dutchman dtink;2-: ° 
And Jet the tap and kan'run fafters 
For faith, at che laft I think 
A Brewer will become your Mafter: 























“y 
Let not poor Teg and Shone 
Vender from der Houfes, 
Left dey be quite undone 
In der very trowzes : | 
And all her Orphans beftow’d under hatches, 
And made in London free der-to cry matches; 
St. Patrick wid his Harp dotun’d wid tru ftring 
is not fit to uncy Se, Hewfon's {hooes-ftrings, 














6. 
Methinks J hear 
The Welch draw near, 
And from each lock a loufe trops3 
Ap Shon, ap LLoyd, 
i ! Will {pend her, plooe, 
ane For to defend her moufe-traps : 
Wave Mounted on her Kifflebag 
Eee: With coot ftore of Koradagh, 
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The Pritifh war begins. 
With a hook her was over come her 
Pluck herto her, thruft her from her, 
By cot her was preak her fhins. 
Let Taffy fret, 
And Welch-hook whet, 
And troop up Pectigrees; 
We only tout; 
Tey will ftink us oue, 
Wit Leeks and toafted Sheeze. 


7s 
But Fockie now and Finny comes , 
Our Brethren mutt approve on’t; 
For pret a Cot dey beat der drums 
Onely to break de Couvenane. 
Dey bore Se. Andrew’s Crofle, 
Till our Army quite did rout dem, 
but.when we put um to de Loffe. 
De deal a Croffe about dem: 
The King and Couvenant they crave, 
Their Caufe muft needs be further’d; 
Although fo many Kings they have 
Moft barbaroufly , bafely murther’d. 


8. 
The French, The French-man he will give con- 
Though he trickle in our veins; (tent, 
That willingly 


We may agree, 
To a marriage with Grapes and Graines : 

He conquers us with kindneffe, 

And doth {0 far entrencl , 
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26: Kump Songs. Part l. 
That fair, and wife, and young, and.sich 
Are finified by the -French.: 

He prettifies tis with Feathers and Fans, 
Wich Petticoats, Doublets, and Hofe; 
| And faith they fhall Tt 
Be welcomeall — 
if they forbear the nofe. 
? For love or for fear, 
Lec Nations forbear 5 
If fortune exhibit a Crown, 
| A Coward he © 
Mutt furely be, 
That will not pucit on. | 


The Levellers Kant. 


O the Hail, to the hail, 
For juftice we call, 
On the King and his pow’rful adherents & friends 
Who fill have endeavour’d, but we work their 
°Tis we will pull down what e’re is above us,(ends. 
And make them to feer us, that never did love us, 
 Wee’l level the proud, and make every degree, 
To our Royalty bow theKuee, 
“Tis no leffe then treafon, 
‘Gainft freedom and Reafon 





For our brethren to be higher chen we. 
Firft che thing, call'd a King, 
© TRS Se sue 1 
To judgement we bring, ( then he, 


And the fawn of the corrt, that were prouder 
Aid next.the two Houfes united fhall be, 


aime ' if 
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It does to the Romifp religion enveagle, 
For che State to be two-headed like the fpredeagle 
Wee’l purge the fuperfluous Members away, 
They aretoo many Kings to fway, 

And as we all teach, 

Tis our Liberties breach, 
For the Freeborn Saints to obey. 


3 
Not a claw, in the Lay, 


Shall keep us in aw ; 
Wee'l have nocufhon-cuffers to tell us of hell, 


For weare allgéfted to do it as well, 
Tis freedom that we do hold forth to the Nations 
To enjoy our fellow-creatures as at the Creation, 
The Carzal mens wives are for menof the fpirit 
Their wealth is our own by merit, 
For we that have right, 
By the Law cailed Might, 
Are the Saintsthat muft judge and inherit: 


The Safety. 


‘Ince it has been lately enakted high Treafon, 
SE or aman to {peak trath of the heads ofthe ftate 
Let every wife man make ufe of his reafon, 

See and hear whathe can, but cake heed what 

For che proverbs. do learnus, _— (he prate. 
He that ftays from the battail fleeps in a whole skiny 
And our words are our on, if we can keep? um in, 
What fools are we then, that to prattle begin 
Of things that do not concern us ? 


34 
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a 


Letthé'thivee kingdoms fall to one of tlie prime ones 
My mindisa Kingdém, and fhall be to me, 
{could makeit appear,if I had bue the time once, 

I’m as happy with’ one, as he can be wich three, 
Tf i could’ bute enjoy ic, 
He thats mounted on high,isa mark for the hate, 
And the exvy of every pr ematical pate, 
While hethat creeps low, lives fates in hig fate, 
And greatnefs do (corn toannoy it." 


3 ? 

Yam never the better which fide gets the bactel, 

The Tabs‘or the Croffes, what isit to me ? 
They’htiever increafe my goods or my cattel, 

Buta bee ggar’s a beggar agi fo he thal! be, 

Unlefs he tnrn: 1rajMr, 

Let] Mi(e Vs take courfes cohep up their treafn re, 
Whote lu? has no limits, whole vine has no me afure 
. 


Let me be bute quiet and take a licele pleafure, 
A lietle contents my nature. 


My Petition fhall be that C Canary be cheaper, 
Without Patent or Cuftom, or curfed Excile 3 3 
That the Wits may have leaveto drink deeper 
. ( and deeper, 
And not te undone, while cheir heads they we | 
And in ligtior do d drench *um’; ° (tife 
ft ‘his Were bi ne granted, who would not defire, 
To dub himlelfone of rite sown Quire? (fire, 
We'llring out the Bells, when our nofes are on 
‘And thequares fhall be the bucketsto drench 
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Jaccount him no wit, ihe is gifted at railing, 
And flirting at tliofe chat abovehim do fit, 
While they do ouc-wic him, with whipping and 
( goaling, 
Then his purfe and his perfon both pay forhis 
°Tis better tobe drinking ; (wit, 
If fack were reform’d into twelve-pence a quart, 
Vid ftudy for money to Marchandize for’r, 
And a friend chat is true, we together will (pore, 
Not a word;but we’l pay them’ with thinking. 





The Leveller. 


Ay prethee don’t fly me, 
But fit chee down by me 
Tcannot endure 
A man that’s demure, | 
Go hang up your Worfhips and § 
Your Congies and Trips, 
With your legs and your lips, 
Your Madams and Lond,, 
And fuch finikin words 
With the Complemen. you bring 
That do fpell NO-T HIN G, 
You may keep for the Chaias and the Furs : 
For at the seine was no Peafant or Prince, 
And ’twas policy made the diftin&ion fince. 
ae 
Thofe Titles of Honours 
Do remain in the Donours, 
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And notin that thing, 
To which they do cling, 
Ifhis foul be coo narrow to wear ‘um, 
No delight can I {ee 
In that word call’d degree, 
Honeft Dick founds as well 
Asa name of an ell, 
That with Titles doth fwell, 
And founds fike a fpell, 
To affright mortal ears that hear ‘um, 
Hethat wears a brave foul, and dares gallantly do, 
May be his own Herald and Godfather too, 
































a 
Why fhould we then doat on, 
One with a Fools coat on? 
Whofe Coffers are cram’d, 
But yet he’l be damn’d 
Ere he’l doa good a& or a wile one? 
What Reafox has he 
To be ruler o’re me? 
That’s a Lord in his cheft, 
But in’s head and his brea‘, 
Is empty and bare, 
Or but puff *d up with air, 
And can neither afijt nor advife one. 
Honour’s bur airsiiad proud ficfh but duft is, 
"Tis we Commons m1, tke Lords, and the Clerkmakes 


(the Fuftice. 


4. 
Buc fince men muft be 
Ota different degree, 
Becaule moft do afpire, 
To be greater and higher, 
Then the reft of their Fellows and ee 
e 
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| He that has fucha fpiric, 
| Let him gain it by’s merit, 
Spend his brains, wealth, or blood 
For his Countries good, 
And make himfelf fie 
By his valour or wit, 
For things above the reach of all others. 
| For Honour’s a Prize, and who wins it may wear it, 
| WMooe’cis a Badgeand.a earthen to bear it. 


For my Save let me 
Be but quiet and free, 
Vie drink Sack and obeys 
And let great ones fway, 
And {pend their whole time in thinking; 
Ile ne're bufiemy Pate 
With fecrets of State, 
The News books Ple burn all, 
And with the Diurnal! 
Light Tobacco, and admit 
Thac they’re fo far fit, 
As they fervegood company and drinking. 
| - All the zame I defire is an honeft Good- Fellow, 
And thac man has no worth that won’e fome- 
cimes be mellow. 


at A LT 


The Royalifts Anfwer. 


“W Have reafon to fly thee, 
And not fit down by thee; 

For I hate to behold, 

One fo fawcy and bold, 
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To derede and contemn his Saperiours, 
Our Madams and Lords, 
And fuch mannerly words, 
With the geftures that be 
Pic for every degree, A “ane 
Are things that we and you 
Both claim ‘as our due 
From all thofe that are our Inferionrs, 
For from the beginning there were Princes we 
know, | 
Twas you Levellers hate °um,.’caufe you can’t 
be fo. 


2: 
All Titles of Honours 
Were at firft in the Donouys, 
But being granted away 
With the Grantess flay, 
Where he wear a {mall foulora bigger. 
There’s a neceflity 
That there fhould be degree, 
Where ’tis due we'l afford 
A Sir Fobn, and my Lord, 
Though Dick , Tom and Tack, 
Willferve you and your Pack, | 
Honelt Dick’s name enough for a Digger. 
He that has a ftrong Purfe canall things be or do, 
He is valiant and wife and religious too. 
3. 
We have caufe co adore, 
That man that has ftore, 
Though a Bore ora fot, 
There's fomething to be got; 
Though he be neither honeft nor wittys 
Make him high, let himrule, 
Hee’l be playing the fool, And 
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And tranfgrefé, then we'l fqueze 

Him for fines and for fees, 

And fo we fhall gain, 

By the wants of his brain, 

Tis the Fools-cap that maintains the Crty. 

Iffionour be air, ’tis in commion, and as fit, (wit. 
Por the fool & the clowa,as for the champia or the 


4, 
Then why mayn’e webe 
Of different degree? 
And each man,afpire 
To be greater and higher 
Then his wifer or bonester brothers 
Since Fortune and Nature 
Their favours do {catters 
This hath valour, that wit, 
T’other wealth, nor is’t fit 
“That one fhould have all, 
For then what would befall 
Him,'chat’s born nor to ome aor to’cher ? 
Though honour were a prize atfirft, now ’tisa 
chattle, 
And as bane tian grown as your Wares or your 
cattle. 


Yet in this we agree, 
To live quiet and free, 
To drink fackand fubmit, 
And not fhew our wit | 
By our prating, but filence, and thinking, 
Let the politick Jesves 
Read Diuruals and Newes, 
And lard their difcourfe, 
Wich a Comment that’s worfe, 
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That which pleafeth.me beft 
Isa Song or a Jeft,, — 
And my obedience Ile thew by my drinking. 
_ C doth think well, 
He that drinks well, does fleep well, be that (l-eps well, 
He that thinks well, does do well, be that does well 
( muft drink, well, 








in ninaemaesastls Erne Se eee re 
= tte coat 


The Independents refolve. 


¢ “Ome Drawer and fill us about fome Wine 
_/ Let's merrily tipple the day’s our own, 
VVee'l have our delights,let che Country go pine, 
Let the King and his Kingdom groan, 
The Crown is our own, and {o fhall continue, 
VVee'l Monarchy baffle quite, 
VVee'l drink off che Kingdomes revenue, 
And facrifice all to delighe. 
*T is Power that brings 
| Us all co be Kings, 
And wee’l be all crown'd by our might. 
2. 
A fig for divinity le&tures and law, 
And all chat to Loyalty do pretend, 
While we by the {word keep the Kingdom in aw, 
Our Power fhall never have end. 
The Church and the State wee’l turn into liquor, 
And {pend a whole Town ina day, ; 
We'l mele all cheir bodkins the quicker 
Into Sack, and drink them away, 
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We'l keep che demeans 
| And turn Bihops and Deans, 
And over the Presbyters [way. 


Pa antieniee ee 


The nimble Se. Patricks funk in his boggs, 
And his Country men fadly cry O bone! O bone} 
Sc. Andrew and’s Kirk-men are loft inthe foggs, 
Now we are the Saints alone. 
| Thenon our Superiours and Equalls we trample, 
| And Fockée our flirrup fhall hold, 
| The City’s our Mule for example, 
That we may in plenty be roul’d. 
Each delicate difh, 
| Shall buc Eccho our with 
And our drink fhall be cordial gold. 
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T he Lamentation. 


Ourn, London, mourn, 
Bathe chy polluted fowl in tears; 
Return, return, 
Thou haft more caufe of grief, then th’hadft for 
_. For the whole Kingdomnow begins _—_( fears, 
. To feel chy {crrow as they faw thy fins, 
: And now dono 
Compaflion fhow 
einto thy mifery and woe, 
| But flighe thy (ufferings as thou didft theirs. 
| 2 





Pride towring Pride, 
| And boyling luft, thofe fatal ewins, 
| Sie fide by fide, 
Aud are become Plantations of fins. 
| 
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Hence thy Rebellzons ficft did flow, 
Both co the King above, and -him-below. 
And fordid {loth 
The Nurfe of both, 
Have. rais’d thy crimes to fuch’a growth; 

Thac forrow mutt conclude as fin begins. 

Firer aging fir e, | 

Shall’ burn chy fitely towers down; 

Yet not expire, 

Tygres and Wolve ,.ormen more favage grow, 
Thy Childrens brains, and thine {hall dah, 
And in your blood their guiley-tatlons wath, 

Thy Daughters mutt » 
Allay their luf, (led 
Miichiefs will be on mifchief thr uit, 
Till thy Cap tumble’as chou mad’ft the Crown. __ 
4. 
Cry London cr} 
Now now petition Be redreffe, 
Where canft thou fly ? 
Thy emptyed Chefs augmenc'thy heavinefle, 
Che Geatry and the Commons loath, 
Th’ adored Houfes flight chee worfe than bPtRa 
The King poor Saine, 
wou help, buc can’es 
To heav’n alone unfold thy want, 
Thence came chy Plagues, thence onely Pity 
( How? th, 


The 
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The Reformation, 
Gy. not me of Lords or Laws, | 


Rules or Reformation, 
All that’s done’s not worth two ftraws, 

To the welfare of the Nation. : 
Men‘in power do rane ic fill, 

And giveno reafon but their will, 

For all cheir domination, | ih 
Or ifthey doana& that’s juft, 3 i 
*Tis act becaufe they would, but mutts i 
To Gratifie fome parties luf, | 

Or merely for a fafhion. 

2, 
Our expence of blood and purfé 

Has produc’d no profit. 

Men are ftill as bad or worfe, 

And will be what e’re comes of it: 
We've fhuffled out, and fhuffed in, 
The perfons, but retain the fin, 

_ To make our game che furer, 
Yet fpice ofalf our pains and skill, 
The Knaves allin the pack are ftill, 
fnd ever were and ever will, 

Though fomeching now demurer, 














And it cannct ba be fo, 
Since thofe toys infafhiox, 
And of Souls fo bafe and lew, 

And mere Bigots of the Nation, 
Whole defigns are power and wealth, 
At which, by rapines, fraud, and fiealth, 

T Audaciot ily 
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Audacioufty they vent ye, 
They lay their Confciences afide, 
And turn with every winde and tide, 
Puff'd on by Ignorance and Pride, 
And all to look like Gentry. 


Ae 
Crimes are not punifh’d ‘caufe their Crimes, 

But *caufe chey’re low and little, 
Mean men for mean faults in thefle times 

Make fatisfa&tjon to a citcle; 

While thofe in office and 1n power, 
Boldly the underlings devour. 

Our Cobweb laws can’e hoid ’um. 
They fell for many a Thoufand crown, 
Things which were never yet their own, 
And this is Jaw and cuftom grown, 

*Caufe thofe do judge that fold ’um. 


~ 
Brothers Rill wich Brothers brawl, 
And for crifles fue °um, 
For ewo Pronouns that poy) all, 

Thofe contentious Meum, Tuan, 
The wary Lawyer buyes and builds, 
While the Client fells his fields, 

To facrifice to's fury; 

And when he thinks to obtain his right 
He’s baffled off, or beaten quite, 
By th? Judges will, or Lawyers flight, 

Or ignorance of the Jury. 

See che Trade{-man how he thrives 

Wich perpetual trouble, 

How he cheats, and how he ftraves 


His Eftace c’enlarge and double; 
Extort; 
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Extort, opprels, grind and encroach, 

To bea Squire, and keepa Coach, 
And co be one o'th’ Quorum, 

Who may with’s Brother worfhips fir, 

And judge without law, fear or wit, 

Poor petty Thieves chat nothing get, 
And yet are broughe before ‘uni. 


7, 
And his way to get all chis 

Is mere diffimulation, 

No fa&ious LeGturedoes he mils, 

Aad feapes no fchifm that’s in fafbion. 
But wich fhore hair and fhining fhooes, 
He wich two Pens and’s Note-book goes; 

And winks and writes ac randome; 
Thence with fhert meal and tedious Grace, 
Ina loud tone and Publick place, 

Sings Wifedoms bymues, chat trot and pace, 

As if Golzah {can’d um. 
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But when death begins his threats, 
_And his Confctence ftruggles, 
To call co mind his former cheats 
Then at heav’n he curns his jugsles: 
Aad out of all’s ill-gotten ftore, 
He gives a deibling to the poor; 
Ina Hofpital or Schoal-boufe, 
And the fuborned Prief for’s hire 
Quite'frees him front th’ infernal fire, 
And places him ith’ 4ugels quire, 
Thus thefe Fack-puddings fool us. 








See ee 
ee SS BS 


Psi 4 
All he gets by’s pains ith’ clofe, 
fschat he dyed worth (o miuch, 
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Which he on’s doubefull feed beftows, 
That neither care nor know much, 
Then Fortunes favourite his heir, 
Bred bale, and ignorant and bare, 
Is blown up like a bubble, 
Who wondring at’s own (uddain rife, 
By Pride, Simplicity and Vice, 
Falls to’s (ports, drink, drab and dice 
And makes all fly like ftubble. 
10. 
And the Church che other twin, 
Whole mad zeal enrag’d us, 
Is not purify da pin, 

By all chofe broyles in which fhe engag'd us, 
We, our Wiv&'turn'd out of doors, 
And took in Concubines and Whores, 

To make an alteration ? 

Our Pxlpitteersare proud and bold, 
They their own Wills and factions hold, 
And (ell falvation ftill for Gold, 
And here’s our Reformation. 
ii. 
"Tis a madneffe thea co make, 
Thriving our employment, 
And lucre love, for Lvcres fake, 
Since we've poffeflion, not enjoyment. 
Let the times run on their courfe, 
For oppofition makes chem worte, 
We ne’re fhail betcer find *um, 
Let Grand.es weaich and power ingroffe, 
And honour too, while we fit clole, 
And laugh and take our plenceous dofe, 
Of fac and never mind “um. 


Chrono- 
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C UH ReOz Ne Ss Eek CG ON 
Decollationis CAROLI Regis trices 


fimo die Faus-ris, fecunda hora Pome- 
ridiana, Anno Dom. MOOREA 


Ter Deno Ian! Labens ReX SoLe CaDente 
CaroLVs eXVeVs SoLIo SCeptroqVeé SeCVeto: 


ee eee eee — 
——_ 


HARLES ah forbear, forbear ! left 
Mortals prize 
His Nametoodearly, and Idolatrize. 
His Name ! Our Loffe! Thrice curfed and forlorn 
Be chat Black Night which ufher’d in this Morn. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign | ——— hold! 
left Outlaw’d Senfe 

Bribe, and feduce came Reafon to difpenfe 

Wich thof Celeftial powers; and diftrut 

Heav'n can behold fuch Treafon, and prove Juft. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign’s murtherd ! 
tremble!.and 

View what Convulfions fhoulder-fhake this Land, 

Conre, City, Country, Ly three Kingdoms run 

To their aft ftage, and Set wich him their Sun. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign’s murtheid at 
: His Gate! 
Peli fends /direHydra’s of a ftifneck’d-Stace! 

A 3 fir ange 
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Strange Body-politick! whofe Members {pread, 
And Monfter-like, {well bigger than their HEAD. 





CHARLES of Great Britain! He ! who was the 
known | 

King of chree Realms, lyes murther’d in his own; 

He ! He! who liv’d, and Faich’s Defender ftood, 

Dy'd here to re-Baptize it in his bloud. 


No more, no more, Fame’s Trump {hall Ecchoall 

The reft in dreadfull Thunder. Such a Fall 

Great Chriftendom nere pattern’d; and ’twas 
ftrange 

Earth’s Center reel’d net at this difmal Change. 


The Blow ftruck Britain blinde, each well-fee 
By diflocation was lope offin HIM. { Limb 
And though fheyet lives, the lives but to condole 
Three Bleeding Bodies left without a Soul. | 


Religion puts on Black, fad Loyalty 

Blufhes and mourns fo fee bright Majefty 
Butcher'd by fuch Affaffiaates; nay both 

‘Gainft God, ’gainkt Law, Allegiancesand their Oath: 


Farewell fad Ifle! Farewell! thy fatalGlory 
is Sunrd, Caft up, and Cancell’d in this Story. 


AN 
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AN ELBGIE: 


Upon King CHARLES ehe firit, mure 
thered publickly by his Subjects, 


Fre not my Faith buoy’d up by facred 

: bloud, 

| ic might be drown’d in this prodigious flood 5 

| Which reafons higheft ground doth fo exceed, 
Ic leaves my fowl no Anch’rage, but my Greed 5 

| Where my Faith refting on ch’ Originals 
Supports it felf in this che Copies fall 5 
So while my Faith floats on that Bloudy wood, 
My reafon’s caft away in this Red flood, 
Which nere o’reflows us all: Thofe fhowers paft 
Made but Land-floods, which did (ome vallies 
This ftroak hath cut the only neck of land (watt; 
Which berween us, and chis Red Sea did fland, 
That covers now our world, which curfed lies 
Ac once with two of Aizypts prodigies 5 
O’re-caft wich darknefs, and with bloud o’re-run, 
And juftly, fince our hearts have theirs outdone 5 
Th’ Inchanter led chem toa leffe knownill, 
To akthis fin, chen ewas cheir King to kill : 
Which crime hath widdowed our whole Nation, 
Voided all Forms, left but Privation 
In Church and State 5 inverting ev’ry right 5 
Brought in Hells Seate of fire without light 5 
No wonder chen, if all good eyes look red, 
Wafhing their Loyal hearts from bloud fo fhed ; 
The which deferves each pore fhould curn an 
To weep out, evena bloudy Agony. (eyes 
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For Beawy,bloudle(s 


Let noaghe then paffe for Mufick, but fad cryes, 









cheeks, 2nd bloud-fhot ey es. 


All colours foil bue black, all odours have 


Hl (cent but AZyrrb, 


incens’d upon this Grave : 


Xt notes a Few, not to believe as much, 

‘The cleaner made by a Religious touch 

Of their Dead Body, whom to judge to dye, 
Seems the Judaical Impiety. — 


To kill the King, the 
His rage with Law, t 


Spirit Legion paints 
he Tenmple and the Saints : 


But che eruth is, He fear’d and did repine, 
To be'caft out,-and back into the Swine: 
And the cafe holds, in that the Spirit bends 
His malice inthis A&, againft his ends? 


For it is like, che fooner hee’ll be fent 


Out of that body, He 


would fill corment; 


Let Chriftians then ule otherwile this bloud, 


Detett the AG, yer tu 


Thinking how like a King of Death He dies : 
We eafily may the world and death defpie: 


rnit co their good ; 


a 


Death had no fting for him, and ies {harp arm, 
Only ofall the troop, meant him nd harm, 
And fo be look’d upon the Axe, asone. | 
Weaponyet left, to guard Himto his Throne 5 
Ia His great Name chen may His Subjects cry, 


4 


Death thou art fwallowed up in Viiory. 


¥fchis our loffe a com 


fort car admit, 


Tis that his'narrowed Crown is grown unfit 
For his enlarged Head, finceé his diftreffe 
Had greatned cliis, as i¢ made that the leffe ; 


HisCromz was faln unto coo low 4 thin 
For him, who was become 
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, {o greata King 5 
nron'd him in that Crowm, 
n Him, nee pull’d doin : 
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| And thus Gods truth by chem hath rendred more 
Than e’re mens falfhood promis’d to reftore; 
Which, fince by Death, alone he could attain, 
W as yet exempt from weakneffe, and from pain; 
Death was enjoyn’d by God, to touch a part, 
Might make his paflage quick,ne’r move his hearts 
Which evn expiring was fo far from death, 
Je feem’d but to command away his breath. 
And thus his Soul, of this her triumph proud, 
Broke, like a flath of lightning, through thecloud 
Of flefh and blouds and from the higheft line 
Ofhumane vertue, pa{s’d to be divine: 

- Nor is’¢ much leffe his vertues co relate, 
Than the high glories of his prefenc ftate ; 
Since both chen paffe all A&s bute of belief, 
Silence may praife the one, che other grief. 
And fince, upon the Diamond, no leffe 
Than Diamonds, willferve us to impreffe, 
Vle only with that for his Elegie, 
This our Fofias had a Ferewie, 


5 te neg a TES, 


AN ELEGIE 


The beft of Men, 
Ons The meeke/t of Martyrs, 
CHARLES the Firfl, exc, 











yy Oe: not the Sun callin his lighe, and day 
a /Likeachin exhalation melt away? f 
Both wrapping up their Beams.in Clouds, tobe 
Themlelves Clofe Mourners at che Obfequie 
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Of this great Monarch? doeshis Royal Bloud, 
Which th’Earth late drunk in fo profufea floud, 
Not fhoot through her affrightned womb, and 
Allher convulfed Arteries to fhake (make 
So long, ill all chofe hinges that fuftain, 

Like Nerves, the frame of nature fhrink again 
Into a fhuffled Chaos ? Does the Sun 

Not fick it from its liquid Manfion, 

And Still ie into vap’rous Clouds, which may 
Themfelves in bearded Meteors difplay, 

Whofe fhaggy and difhevel’d Beams may be 

The Tapers at this black Solemnitie ? 

You feed of Marble inthe Womb accurft, 

Rock'd by fome ftorm, or by fome Tigrefs nurft, 
Fed by fome Plague, which in blind mifts was 
To firew infe&tion on the tainted World; (hurld, 
What fury charm’d your hands to A&ta deed, 
Tyrants to think on would not weep, but bleed ? 
And Rocks by inftin& fo refent this Fact, 

They’ld into Springs of eafie cears be flack’d. 

Say fons of cumulc, {ince you chink it good, 

Still co keep.up the trade, and Bath in Blood 
Your guilty hands, why did you then not ftate 
Your Slaughcers at fome cheap and common rate? 
Your glutconous and lavifh Blades might have 
Devoted Myriads co one publick Grave’; 

And loprd off thoufands of fome bale allay, 
Whilft che fame Sexton that inter’d their clay, 
¥n che fame Urnecheir Names too might entomb, 
But when on him you fixt your fatall Doom, 

You gavea blow to Nature, fince even all 

The ftock of man now bleeds too in his fall. 
‘ould not Religion, which you oft have made 
A {pecious gloffe your black defigns to fhade, 
| Teach 
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| Teach you, that we come neareft Heaven when we 
| Are fuppled into aéts of Clemency ? 

And copy out the Deity agen, 

When we diftill our mercies upon men? 

But why do! deplore this rume? He 

Oaly fhook off his fraile Humanity, 

And with fuch calmneffe fell, he feem’d to be, 
Even leffe unmov’d and unconcern’d than we 3 
| And fore’d us trom our Throes of Grief to fay, 
We only died, he only liv’d that Day: 

| So that his Tom) is now his Tbrene become, 

| Tinveft him with the Crown of Martyrdome; 
| And death the fhade of nature did not fhroud 
His Soul in Mifts, butics clear Beams uncloud, 
That who a Star in our Meridian fhone, 

In Heaven might fhine a Conftellation. 
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On the Death of bis Royal Majeftie , 
CHARLES late King of 
ENGLAND, ee. 








a 
Hat went you outto fee? a dying King? 
| Nay more, I fear an Angel fuffering. 
Buc what went you tofee? aProphec {lain ? 
Nay thac and more, a Martyr’d Soveraign. 
| | Peace to that facred dnft! Great Sir, our fears 
} Have left us nothing bue obedient tears 
| To courte your hearfe, and in thofe pious flouds 
) We live, the poor remainder of our goods. 
) , Acceptus in thefe latter Obfequies, 
| The unpluadred riches of our hearts and eyes 5 
ror 
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For inthefe faithfull fireams, and emanations... 
Wiare Subjects ftill beyond ail Sequeftrations: 
Here we cry more than Conquerors : malice may 
Murder Eftates, but hearts will ftill obey ; 
The(e as your-glory’s yet above the reach 
Of {uch whofe purple lines confufion preach, ) 

And now, (Dear Sir) vouchfafe us to admire 
With envy your arrival, and that Quire 

OF Cherubims and Angels that fupply'd | 
Our duties at your triumphs : where you ride 
With full celeftial Foyes, and Ovations, . 
Rich as the Conqueft of chreeruin’d Nations. 

Buc ‘twas the heavenly plot chat fnatch’d you 
hence, 

To crown your Soul with chat magnificence, 

And bounden rites of honour, that poor earth 
Could only with and ftangle in the birth. 

Such pitied emulation ftop’d the blith 
OF our ambitious fhame, non-fuiced us. 

For where fouls a& beyond mortality, 

Heaven only can perform that Fubilee. 

We wraftle then no more, but bleffe your day, 

And mourn the anguifh-ofour; fad delay : 

That fince we cannot adde, we yet flay. here 

Kettered inclay : Yet longing to appear 

SpeGators of your bliffe, that being fhown 

Oace more, you may emibraceus as your own; 

Where neyerenvy {hall divide us more, 

Nor Ciey tumules, nor the worlds uproar 5 

Bue an eternal hufh, a quiet peace 

As without end, fo ftill in the increafe, 

Shall full humanity afleep, and bring 

Ub equal Subje&s co che Heavenly King. 
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Till chen V'le curn:Recufant, and forfwear 

| All Galvin, for there's Purgatory here. 


AN EPITAPH, 


‘Tay Paffenger : Behold and fee 
The widowed Grave of Majeftze. | 

Why trembleft chou? Here’s that will make 
All buc our ftupid fouls to fhake. 
Here lies entomb’d the facred duft 
Of Peace and Piety, Right and Jutt. : 
The bloud (O ftare’ft not chon to hear ? ) 
Of a King, twixt hope and fear 
Shed, and hurried hence to be 
The miracle of milery. | 

Adde the ills that Rome can boait , 
Shrife the world in every coaft, 
Mix the fire of Earth and Seas 
With humane fpleen and-practices, 
To puny the records of time, 
By one grand Gygautick crime, 
Then fwellic bigger till it fqueeze 
The Globe to crooked hams and knees, 
Here’s that fhall make it feem to be 
But modeft Chriftranztie. 

The Law-giver, amongft his own, 
Sentenc’d by a Law unknown. 
Voted Monarchy to death 
By the courfe Plebctan breath. 
The Soveraign ofall command, 
Cuff’ring by a Common hand. 
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A Prince, tomake the cdiu m more, 

Offer’d at his very door. 

The Headcut off, O death to fee't ! 

In obedience to the feet. 

And that by Juifice you muft know, 

If you have Faich co think it fo. 

We'll ftic no furcher chen this Sacred Giay, 

Buc lec ic lumber cillche Fudgemzut day : 

OF all. che Kings on Rarth, ‘tis not denyed, 
ere lies the firft thac for Religion dyed. 





T he Engagement ftated. 


T) Egon Expofitor : che Text is plain, 
No Charch, no Lord, no Law, no Sovereign: 

Away wich mental refervations, and 

Senfes of Oaths in files out-vy the Strand : 
Here’s Hell cruG'‘d ia a thimble, ina breath, 
Dares face the hazard of che fecond death. 

Tie Saints are gcown Leconians, and can twitt 
Perjury up in Pills, like Leyden grift : 

But hold precize Doponents: though the heat 

OfZ alin Cateraés digefts fuch meat, 

My cold concotion frinks, and my advance 
Deives {lowly to approach your Ordinance. 

The fign’s in Cancer, and he Zrdiack turns 
Leonick, roul’dincurls, while Terra burns. 
What chough your fancies are fublim’d to reach 
Taofe fatal reins? Succeffe and will can teach 
But rath Divinity : a fad renown, 

Woaere one man fellco {ee a miilion drown. 
When 
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| When neither Arts nor Armes can ferve to fight 
| And wreft a Title from its Law and Right, 
.Muft Malice piece the Trangum, and make clear 
| The fcruple? Elfe we will refolve to {wear ? 
_ Nay out-{wear all chat we have {worn before, 
_ Aad make good leffer crimes by a&ing more 
And more {ublime? This, this excends the Line 
And thames the puny foul of Cataline. 
| On this account all chofe whofe Fortune’s croft, 
And want eftates, may turn Kuights of the Poff. 
Vaulx we out-vy'd thee, fince thy plot fell lame, 
| We found a clofer Celler for the fame, 
| Piling the fatal Powder in our mouths, 
} Which in an Oath difcharg’d blew up the Houfe. 
| Maugre Mounteagle, Alpes not throughly flain, 
| Their poyfon inan age may live again, 
Good Deas cuff your Bear, then let us fee 
» The myftery of your iniquity. 
| May a Man courfe a Cur? and freely box 
) The Queftion? or cheformal Paradox ? 
| Butasin Phyfick , fo inthis device 
| This querk of policy the point is nice. 
For he that inthis model means to thrive, 
| Muft firft fubfcribe co the Preparative; 
| Like Witches compact counter-march his faich 
| Aad foak up all what ere the Spirit faith; 
| Then ees and figne. Scyllathrew three Barres 
ort, 
| He a had Sword indeed, but no Jext fort, 
| Old Rome lament chy infancy in fin, 
| We perfect what thou trembledft to begin, 
) Bluth then tofeethyfelfout-done. But all 
| The world may grieve, tis epidemical. 
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Heaven frowns indeed. . But wliat makes Hell en- 
raged? » 
Sweet Pluto beat Peace, we have Engaged. 





Se 
& 


On the bappy Memory of Alderman Hoyle 
that hang d bimfelf. 


LL bail fair fruit! may every Crab-tree bear 
Such bloffomes, and {0 lovely every year ! 

Call ye me this theflip? marry "cis well, 

Zachews {lip’d to Heaven, the Thief to Hell : 

But ifthe Saints thus give’s the flip, “tis need 

To look about us to preferve the breed. 

Th’are of the Running game, and thus to poft 

In noofes, blanks the reckning with their Hof. 

Here’s more than Trufjum cordum \fappofe 

That knic this knot : guile feldome fingly goes! 

A wounded foul clofe coupled with the fenfe 

Of fin, payes home its proper recompence. 

But hark you Sir, ifhaft can grant the time ¢ 

See you che danger yet what’tis to climbe 

In Kings Prerogatives? things beyond juft, 

When Law (eemes brib'd to doom them, mutt be 

. trufs’d. 

Buc OI fmell your Plot ftrong through your 
Hofe, 

‘Twas bue to cheat the Hang-man of your 
Cloatiis. 

Elfe your more a@ive hands had fairly ftay'd 

The leafure of a Pialm : Judas has pray’d. 








But later crimes cannot admit the paufe, 

They run upon effets more chan che caufe. 

Yet iet me ask one queftion, why alone? 

One Member of a Corporation ? 

“is clear amongft Divines, Bodies and Souls 

As joyntly ative, fo their judgement rowles 

Concordant in the Sencence 5 why not fo 

In eartaly Suffrings ? Stutes attended go, 

But I perceive che Knack : O!d women fay 

And bee’t approwd, each Dogge fhould have his 

BAY . 
Hence {weep the Almanack : Lilly make room, 

And blanks enough for the new Saints co come, 

Allin Red letters : as cheir faules have bin 

Scarlec, fo limbe their Aawiverfe of fin. 

And co their Childrens crédits and their Wives 

Zeit fill faid, they leap fair for clieir lives, 


a 





The States New Coyne, 


i, 
Aw you the States mony new come from the 
S Mint ? 
Some People do fay it is wondérous fice ; 
And that you may read a great myffery in’c; 
Of mighty King No/, the Lord of the Coyn. 
2 
They have quite omitted his Politick head, 
His worfhipfull face, and his excellene Nofe; 
Bue che becter tocempc the fitters to bed, 
They have fixed upon ic the print of his Hole: 
V ror 



































































Parc. 


Ze 
For, ifthey had fet up his Pi&ture there, (ftead; 
They needs muft ha’ crown’d him in Charles his 
But,’cwas cunningly done, that they did forbear, 
And rather would fet up his Ar--- than his head. 
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4 
"Tis monftrous ftrange, and yet it is true, 
In this Reformation we fhould ha’ fuch luck, 
That Croffes were alwaies difdained by you, 
Who before pull’dthem down, fhould now fet 


them up. 


5. 
On this fide they have circum(crib’d God with ws, 
And inthis ftamp and Coyn they confide; (guels 
Common- wealth onthe other, by which we may 
That God and the States were not both of a fide. 


On this fide they have Crofle and Harp, 
And only a Croffe on the other fet forth; 
By which we may learn it fallsto our part 
Two Crofles to have for one fit of Mirth. 


(ke | 
A Country-man hearing this, ftraight way did 
think, 
That he would procure fuch a piece of his own; 
And knowing it like his Wifes Butter-print, 
She fhould ha’e for a Token when as he came 
home. 
3. 
Then fince that this 1s che Parliament coyn, 
Now Lilly by thy myfterio us charms, 
Or Heralds, pray tell us if thefe ha’ not been 
Carmen or Fidlers before by ther Arms. 
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The Rebellione 1 | 


N\ 7 Ow, thanks to the Powers below, 
| We have even done our do, Ui 
| The Myter is down, and fo is the Crown, | 
- And with them the Corronet too: : 
All isnow the Peoples, and chen it 
What is theirs is ours we know 3 i 
| There is no fuch thing as a Bifhop or K——=. i 
| Or Peer, buce in name or fhow; | i 
Come Clowns, and come Boys, come Hoberde- 
Come Females of each degree, Choys, Hi 
 Seretch out your throats, bring in your Votes, ii) 
: And make good the Anarchy ; AN 
Then chus it fhall be, fayes Alfe, | 
Nay,, thus it fhall be, fayes Amie, 
Nay, thus it fhall go, fayes Taffe, | crow, 
Nay, thus it thall go, fayes Fenny. 


Oh but the truth , good People ai! , the truth is 
is (uch a thing. 

For it will undo both Church and State too, 

And pull out the throat of our King; 

No, nor che Spiric, nor the new Light i} 

Can make the Point fo clear, 

But we mutt bring out che defil’d Coat, 

What thing the trnth is,and where, 

Speak Abrabam, {peak Heifer, 

Speak Judith, {peak Keffer, 

Speak: tag and rag, fhort coat and Jong : 

Truth is the fpell chat made us rebel! 

And murder and plunder ding dong; 
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Sure lL have che truth, fayes Numpbs, 

Nay, Ihave the cruth, fayes Clem, 

Nay, | have che crath, fayes reverend Ruth, 
Nay, Ihave the truth, layes Nem. 


Well, let the truth be whofe it will, 
There is {omething elfe in ours, 
Yet this devotion inour Religions 
May chance to abate our Powers ; 
Then Jet’s agree on (ome new way, 
It skills ot much how true, 
Take P ———- and his club, or Smec and. his tub 
Or any Se&, old or new; - 
The Devil is in the pack, ifchoyce you can lack, 
Weare fourfcore Religions ftrong, 
Then take your choice, the Major voice 
Shall carry’e right or wrong 5 
Then let’s have King Charles, fayes George, 
Nay, wee'l have his Son, fayes Hugh; 
Nay, then let’s have none, fayes gabbering Tones 
Nay, wee’l be all Kings, fayes Pre. 


Nay, but neighbours and friends,one word more, 
There's (omeching elfe behind, 

And wifethough you be, youdo not well fee 

in which door fits che windes 

And for Religion, to {peak truth, 

And in both Houfes fence, 

The matter is all one, if any or none, 

If ic were not for the pretence; 

Now here doth lurk che key of the work, 

And how to difpofe of the Crown 

Dexterioufly, and asic may be 

For your behalfand our own; 
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Then wee'l be of this, ayes Meg, 
Nay, wee'l be of this, {ayes 72), 
Come, we'll be ofall, fayes piccifull Pav/, 
Nay, wee’l be of none, fayes Grd. 


h wefhall have, if we go on 
In Plunder, Excife, and Blood, 
But few folks, and poor, to domineer o’re, 
And that will not be good; 
Then let’s agree onfomenew way, 
Some new and happy courfe, 
The Country is grown fad, the City is Horn mad, it 
And both the Houfes are worfe 5 | 
The Synod hath writ, che General hath fhit, — i 
And both to like purpofe, for |) 
Religion, Laws, the Truth, and the Caufe 
Wetalk on, but nothing we do; 
Come, then let’s have peace, (ayes Ne’, 
No, no,.but we won’e fayes Meg, 
Buc [fay we will, fayes fiery-face Phil, 
We wiil, and we won't, {ayes Hodge. 








Thus from the Rout who can expect 
Ought but confufion, 

: Since the Unity with good Monarchy 
Begin and end in one ? 

Ifchen when all is choughe cheirown, i 
And lyes at their belief, ; 
Thefe popular pates,reap noughe but debates | 
From thefe many round-headed beatt 5 
Come Royalifts then, do you play the men, 
And Cavaliers give the word, 

And now let’s fee what you will be, | 
And whether you can accord; : 


2 | 
2 me | 
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A health to King Charles, fayes Jom, 

Up with ic, fayes Relph, like a man, 

God bleflehim, fayes Doll, and raife him, fayes 
And fend him his own, fayes Nan. Molt, 


But now for thefe prudent Wights, 

That fit without end, and to none, 

And their Committees in Towns and Cities 

Fill with confufion 5 

For the bold Troops of Se&taries, 

The Scots, and cheir Partakers, 

Our new Britifh States, Col. Burges and his Mates, 
The Covenant and its Makers: 

For all chefe wee’l pray, and in fuch a way, 

That ifit might granted be, | 

Boch Fack and Gill, and Moll and Will, . 

And all ché,world will agree : 

Elfe Pox cake them all, fayes Befs, 

And a Plague too, fayes Mary, 

The Devil, fayes Dick, and his Dam too, fayes 
Amen and amen fay we. © : ( Nick, 


ee 





oo eae ae ee 


On Britannicus bis leap three Story high, 
and bis efcape from London, 


4ul from Demafeus in a basket flides, 
A Cran’d by the faithfull Brethren down the 
O-thei embattel’d walls , Britaunicus (fides 
As loath to cruft che Bretbrens God with us» 
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Slides too, but yet more defp’rate, and yet 
thrives 

In his defcent; needs muft ! the Devil drives. 

Their Caufe was both thefame, and herein meet; 

Only their fall was not with equal feet, 

Which makes the Cafe Iambick: thus wefee 

How much News falls fhort of Divinity. 

Truth mas their crying crime: One takes the 
night, 

Th’ atte th’ advantage of the New-fprung Light 

To mantle his efcape : how different be 

The Priftin and the Modern Poltcy ? 

Have Ages their Antipodes? Yet ftill 

Clofein the Propagation of ill ? 

Hence flowes chis ufe and do&rine from the 
chum 


P 
1 Isftfuftain’d ( beloved ) Good wits may Fump. 





An Epigram on the People of England. 


Weating and chafing hot Ardelio cryes 
A Boat a Boat, elfe farewell all che prize. 
But having once fet foot upon the deep 
Hot-{pur 4rdelio fell faft afleep. 
So we, on fire with zealous difcontent, 
Call’d out a Parliament, a Parliaments 
Which being obtain’d at laft, what did they do? 
Even {queez the Wool-packs , and lye {norting 
£00. | 
V 4 Mh Another. 


i) 
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Another. 


YD Ritaina lovely Orchard feem’d tq be ° 
)Furnifh’d wich natures choife variety, 
Temptations golden fruit of every fort, 
Th? Hepp rian Garden fann’d from fein'd report ; 
Greac boyes and (mall together inwe brake, 
No matter what dif(dain' d Priapus (pake : 
Up, up, we life the great boyes in the trees, 
Hopi nga common (hare co fympachize: 
Euc they no fooner there, demleaed freighe 
The fhoulders that fo rais’d them to his height; 
And fell co flu fing oftheir own bags fiift, 
And as their treaftt re grew, fo did their chiitt. 
Whiles we in lean expe tance gaping ftand, 
For one fhake from cheir charitable hand. 
But allin vain, ¢ the droplie of defire Cthe fire. 
So feortch’d tiem,three Realms could not quencia 
Be wife then in your Ale, bold youths, for fear 
The Gardner catch us as Moff caught his Mare. 








i a EE 
———— 


Upon report there [hould be no more T ems 
kept atc Wettmintter, 


Ww 


I pofisle? will no Termsthen prevail ? 
And maakt the Cown and Bag jog on to fale? 
4 “ne Bills and 2 ilies in our Courts become 

C Coavert ed to che caring ule of Drum ? 


a 


ad 


And 
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And fhall no more Confederacies pals 

’Twixe Midfomer and dying Michaelmas ? 
Though they deprive us of Old * Hillary, * An At- 
Tis fic chey fhould allow che Trinity 5 lee fe 
But that’s denyed too: this Alteration 

Contra&s our whole time to a long Vacation. 
Now farewell che (1.) Brown bowl, arid Bonny Ale, 
The Sanguine Herring, and its merry tayles 

(2.) Higgenian Quibbles, and the Harpean Lyre, 
Fentonian Sweetnefs, and the Tow’ ring Fire 5 
Our(3. Hoi and Hoffefs too,chey’re both Uxorums, 
As Hermopbradirus is, in Sex Duorums : (rore, 
Weep (4.) Heaven, lament thy lufs, and chou Hell 
Thy Furnace fcarce will ere be heated more 5 

Of Pleafure, Paradife, thou muft be barren, 

And Purgatory furnifhe bue with Car 10n : 

Th’ Abomination of che (§.) Hole 71h’ Wall, 

Now Jane is paft, cry Pamphlets in the Halls 

And the chat’s lef buc th’? remnant of a Nofe, 
Who toa Chirurgion (as men do fuppofe ) 

Did pawnthe other part for cure of this, 

Turn Zealot, and be Martyr’d when fhe p-—~ 

All Trades, and all Societies lament 

Your wants in us, you'le find caufe to repent 

The fetting up your Idol Parliament : 

For though on thefe Terms they’le no profit give 
To Us, we'll try on other Terms to jive. 

(1.) The Scotch Ale-houfein Hares-borne Lane. } 
(2.) Cletks of the Exchequer, that ufed to drink their 

Mofnings Draughts there. 
(3.) They call’d one avorher fo, 
(4.) To Weflminfler.] Places there where Clerks ia Term 
time ufvally break their Faft. 
(5.) A Bawdy- houfe, 


y Upon 
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Upon the Cavaliers departing out of 
London. 


Ow fare thee well Londox, 
Thou next mnft be undone, 
*>Caufe chou haft undone us before ; 
This Caufe and this Tyrant, 
Had ne’re play’d this high rant, 
Were’t not for thy argent and Or. 
2. 
Now we muft defert thee, 
Wich the lines chat begirt thee, 
And the Red+coated Saints domineer 5 
Who with liberty fool thee, 
While a Monfter doth rule thee, 
And thou feel’ft what before thou didft fear. 


Now Fuftice and F ib jp 
Wich the Laws chat did breed ’um, 
Arefent to Jamaica for golds 
And thofe that upheld °um, 
Have power but feldom, 
For Juftice is barter’d and fold. 


4. 
Now the Chriftian Religion 
Mutt feek anew Region, 

And the old Saints give way co the new 3 
And we that are Loyal, 
Vail co chofe chat deftroy all, ° 
_ When the Chriftian gives place to the Jew- 


@. Barc 
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Bue this is our glory 

In this wretched ftory, 

| Calamicties fall on the beft ; 
‘And thofe that deftroy us 

(Do better imploy us, 

| Tofing till chey are fuppreft. 





On Col. Pride, 


it 
Mi 
. 


F Gyants and Knights, and their wonderfull 
We have ftories enough in Romances, ( fights 
Buc Tletell you one new, that is firange and yet 
| Though t’other are nothing but fancies. (true, 
2. 
: A Kuight lately made, of che Governing trade, 
Whofe name he’l not have to be known; 
| Has been trucking with fame, to purchafe a name, 


| For ’tisfaidhe had none of his own. 
| 
| 





| He by Fortunes defign, hould have been a Divine, 
| And a Pillar no doubt of the Church; 

t Whom a Sexton (God wot) inthe Bellfry begot, 

| And his Mother did pig in the Porch, 


: 4: | 

| And next for his breeding, twas learned Hlog-feed- 
| . With which he fo long did converfe, | (ing, 
| That his manners & feature,was{o like their nature, 
| You'ld {carce know his fweetneffe from theirs. 


; . A 
1 . a2 (é 
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3° | 
But obferve the device, of this Noblemans rife, 
How he hurried from trade totrade, (higher, 
From the grains he’d a(pire, cothe yeff, andcthen | 
Till at iengeh he a Drayman was made. | 


Then his dray-horfe.and be,in the ftreets we did fee, | 
With his banger, his fling, and his jacket 5 

Long time he did watch, to meet wich his match, 
For he’d ever a mind to the Placket. 








7° 
Ac length he did find, out a) Tradl co his mind, 
And Urfula was her name § 
Ob Ur fly quoth be, and oh Tom then quoth fhe, 
And fo they began their game. | 
8 


| 





But as (oon as they met,O fuch Babes they did get, _ 
And Blood-roya! in’um did place, ( Dam, | 
From a fwineheard they came, a jhe-bear was their | 
They were fuckled as Komelus was. | 


aay | | 
At Jaft when the Rout, with cheir head did fall | 
And the Wars thereupon did fall in, ( out,~ 
He went cothe field, witha {word, but no fhield, 
Strong drink was his buckler within. | 
; 10 
But when he did {py, how they dropt down and | 
And did hear che bullets co-fing 5 (dye, | 
His armes he fing down, and run fairly cotown, | 
And exchang’d his {word for his fling. 
IL. 
Yet heclaimed his fhare, in fuch honours as were 
Belonging to nobler (pirits; | 














| 
That 


| 
| 
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3 That ventur’d cheir lives,while this Buffon furvives : 
| Toreceive the reward of their merits. \ 


: 12. 

_ When the Wars were all done, he his fighting be- 
_ And would needs fhew his valour in peace, (gun, 
| Thenhis fury he flings, ac poor conquer’d things, 
And frets like a hog in his greafe. 


13. 
For his firft feat of all, Ne Wit he did fall, Hii 
' AWitas fome lay, and fome not, 
 Becaufe he’d an art, to rhime on the quart, 
_ _ But never did care for the pot. 


| Ths i 

And next on the Cocks, he fell like an Ox, 1 
Took them and their Mafters together 5 
But the combs and the fpurs, kept himfelf and his 
Who are to have both or neither. (Sirs, 


15; 
The caufe of his (pight, was becaufe they would | 
And becaufe he durft not,he did take on; (fight, | 
And faid they were fit, for the pot, not the (pit, ii 
And would ferve to be eaten with Bacon. 
; 16, 
But flefh’d wich thefe poyles, chenext of his toyles, 
__ Was co fall wich wild-beafts by che ears, 
Tothe Bearward he goeth, and then opened his 
And {aid,Ob! are you there with your bears. (mouth, 











17. 
Qur ftories are dull, of a beck and a Bull, 
But fuch was his valour and Care ; 
Since he bears the Bell, cherales chat we tell, 
Muft be of a Cock and a Bear. 
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13. 





The crime of the Bears, was, they were Cavaliers, 
And had formerly foughe for the King ; 
And pull’d by the Burrs, che Round-headed Curs, 
That they made their ears to ring. 
19. 
Our fucceffor of Kings, like blind fortune flings 
Upon him both honour and ftore 3 
Who has as much right, to make Tom a Knight, 
As Tom has defert,and no more. 
20. 
But Fortune that Whore, ftill attended this Brewer, 
And did all his Atchzevements reward ; 
And blindly did flag, on this lubberly thing, 
More Hoxour, and made him a Lord. 
2I6 
Now he walks with his fpurs, and a couple ofcurs — 
At his heels, which he calls Squires; 
So.when Hoxour is thrown, on the head of a Clown, 
Tis by Parafites held up, and Lyars. 
22. 
The reft ofhis pranks, will merit new thanks, 
Wich his death, if we did but know it; 
But we’l leave him and it, to a time and place fit, 
Aad Greg. fhall be funeral Poet. 


ne EE A A 


Upon the General Pardon paft by the 
RUMP, 1693. 


WT) Ejoyce, rejoyce, ye Cavaliers, 
For here comes that expells your fears ; 
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A General Pardon is now paft, 
What was long look’d for, comies at laft. 


Ie Pardons all that are undone 5 
The Popene’re granted fuch a one: 
So long, fo large, fo full, fo free 5 

O what a grations State have we! 








Yet do not joy too much (my friends) 
Firft fee how well this pardon ends, 
For though it hath a Glorious face, 

I fear chere’s in’t but little grace. 


Tis faid the Mountains once brought forth, 
And what brought they? a Moufe introch 3 
Our States have done the like, I doubts 

In chis their Pardon now fet out. 





We'll look ic o’re then ifyou pleafe, 
And fee wherein it brings us eafe 5 

- And firft, ic Pardons words J find 
Againft our State, words are but wind. 





Hath any pray'd for th King of late? 
Aad with’d confufion to our State? 
And call’d chem Rebells? he comein 
And plead this Pardon for that fin. 




















Hath any call’d King Charles that’s dead 
A Martyr? Hechat loft his Head ? 

And Villains thofe chat did the Fa? 
That man is pardoned by this Ad. 
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Hath any faid our Parliament 

Is (uch a one as God nee (ent? 
Or hath he writ, or put in Print 
That he believes the Devil’s int? 


Part I. - 


Or hath he faid there never were 
Such Tyrants any. where as beret 
Though thisoffence of his be high, 


He’s pardon’d for his Blafphemy, 


You fee how large this Pardon is, 

Ie Pardons all our Mercuries, 

And Poets too, for you know they 
Are poor, and have not ought to pay. 


For where there’s money to be got, 

I find this Pardon: pardons not; 
Malignants that were rich before, 
Shall not be pardon’d till they r poor. 


Hath any one been true to th’ Crown. 
And forthat paid his money downs 
By this new A& he fhall be free, 

And pardon’d for his Loyalty. 


Who have their Lands confilcate quite, 
For not Compounding when they might 5 
If chat they know not how to digg, 

This Pardon gives chem leave to beg: 


Before chis A@ came out in print, 
We thought chere had been comfort int 5 
We drank fome Healehs to th’ Higher Powers, 
Buc now we ‘ve feen’t they’d need drink ours. 
: For 
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For by this Ad ic is chought fic 
That no man fhall have benefir,. 
Unleffe he fi: ft engageto be 

A Rebel to eternity. 


Thus in this Pardon itis clear, 

That nothing’s here, and noching’s there, 
Ithink our Scates do mean to choke us 
Wick chis new A& of Hocus Pocus. 


Well, fince this Act’s not worth a pin, 
We'll pray our Stares to call it in, 
For moft men think it onghe to be 
Burnt by the hand of Gregory. 


Then toconclude, here’s little joy 

For chofe-chat pray Vive le Roy : 

But fince chey'l not forget our Crimes, 
Wee’l keep our mirth cill better cimes. 


Upon Olivers di/folving the Parliament 
in 1653- 


Ts ( before, 


AY Vb you hear a ftrange thing (carce heard of 


A ballad of News without any lyes, 
The Parliament men are turn’d out of doors, 
And fo are the Couneil of State likewile. 
2. 
Brave Oliver came to the Houfe like a Spright, 
His fiery looks fircok the Speaker dumb; 


wh AY 


You 
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You muft be gone hence, quoth he, by this light, 
Do you mean to fit here till Dooms-day come? 


Wich that the Speaker leak pale for fear, (rid, 
As ithough he had been with the night-mare 

Infomuch chat (ome did think chat were chere, 
That-he had even done as the Alderman did. 


4. 
But Oliver though he be Do&or of Law, 
Yet he feem’d co play the Phyfician there; 
His Phyfick fo wrought on the Speakers maw, 
That he gave hima ftool inftead ofa Chair. 


Ba 
Harry Martyn wondred to fee fuch a thing, 
Done bya Saint offuch high degree; 
*T was an a& he did not expe& from a King, 
Much Jeffe from fuch a dry boneas he. 
6, 
But Oliver jaid his hand on his fword, 
And upbraided him with his Adultery; 
To which Harry an(wer’d never a word, 
Saving, humbly thanking his Majefty. 


Allen the Copper{mith ge in great fear, 
He did as much harm fince the Wars began; 
A broken Citizen manya year, Pea 
And now he is a broken Parliament-man. 


Bradfraw that Prefident proud as the Pope, 
That loves upon Kings and Princes to trample; 
Now che houfe is diffoly’d I cannot but hope, 
To feefuch a Prefident made an example. 


9. And 
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And werel one ofthe Council of War, 
Pie cell you what my Voce fhould be, 
Upon his own Turret ac Weftmiutter, 
To be hanged up tor al] comers tolee. 
Been de 
My Mafters I wonder you could not agree, 
You that have been fo long Brethren in evil; 
Adiffolucion you mighe chink there would be, 
When the Devil’s divided againft the Devil. 
It. 
Then room for the Speaker without his Mace, 
And room for the rett of the Rabble-rout; 
My Mafters methinks: tisa pitiful] cafe, 
Like che (nuff of a Candle thus to go out. 
12. 
Now fome like this change, and fome like it nor, 
Some think it was not done in due featon; 
Some think ic was but a jefuirsploc, (treaton, 
To blow up che Houfe likea Gun-powder- 
13. 

Some think that Oliver and Charles are agreed, 
And {ure it were good policy if ic were lo; 
Left the Hollander , French , the Dane, and the 

Swede, : 
Should bring him in whether he would or ug. 
4. 
And now I would gladly conclude my Song, 
With a Prayer as Balladsare uled ta do, 
Bur yet Ile forbear, for I chink er’t be long, 
We fhall havea King and a Parliament too. 
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Admiral Deans Funeral. 


I: 

Ick Culpepper,and William Lilly, (filly, 
Noa you were pleasd to fay they were 
Yet fomething thele prophefid true, {tell ye, 

Which no body can deny. 
2: 
In the month of May, Itell you truly, 
Which neither was in je nor Fuly, 
The Dutch began to be unruly, 


Which no body can deny. 


Betwixt our England ane their Holland, 

Which neither was in France nor Poland, 

Bnt on the Sea, where there was no Land, 
Which nobody can deny. 


Se 
There joyn’d the Dutch,and the Englifh F leet, 
Our Authors opinion then they did meet, 
Some faw’t that never more (hall fee’t, 
Which no body can deny. 


There were many mens hearts as heavy.as lead, 

Yet would not believe Dick Dean to be dead, } 

Till they faw his Body cake leave of his head, 
Which no body can deny. 


Then after the fad departure of him, 

There was many a man lofta Leg ora Lim, 

And many were drow’d ’caule they could not 
{wim Which no body can deny. 

7. One 
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7. 
One cryes, lend methy hand good friend, 
Afchough he knew it was to no end, 
T chink, quoth he, Jam going co the Fiend, 
Which no body can deny. 


Some, twas reported, were kill?’d wichaGua, 

And fome ftood chat knew not whether te run, 

There was old taking leave of Facher and Son, 
Which no body can deny. 


9 
There’s a rumour alfo, if we may believe, 
We have many gay Widows now given to grieve, 
‘Caufe unmannerly Husbands nere came to take 
leave. Which no body can deny. 
10, 
The V itty is fad ofour Dean to fing; 
To fay truth, it was a piceifull ching 
To cake off his head and not leave hima ring, 
Which no body can deny. 
{t. 
From Greenwich toward the Bear at Bridge foot 
He was wafted with wind that had water co’t, 
But } chink chey broughe the Devil ta boot, 
Which no body can deny. 
12, 
Tlie heads on London Bridge upon oles, 
That once had bodies, and honefter fouls 
Tian hach the Matter of che Roules, 
Which nobody can deny. 
13. 
They grieved for this great man of command, 
Yet would not his head amongft cheirs fhould 
ftand; : 
X 3 He 
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He ite onthe Water, afd they on the Land, 
Which mo body can deny. 
14. 
j cannot fay, chey look’d wifely upon him, 
Becaule People curfed chat peels was on him; 
He hasfed fifhand worms, if they donot wiong 
hini, Wich no body can deny. 
is, | 
The Old Swat as he paffed by, { and die 
Said,fhe wou'd (ng him adirge, and lye down 
Mate t thou fig to a bit Ofa budy, quoth |? 
Which no body can deny. 
16, 
The Globe on the Bank, I mean, onthe Ferry, 
Where Genrle and Simpl e might come and be 
merry, 
Admired at che change from a Ship toa Wherry, 
Wich no body can deny. 
17. 
Jom Godfreys Bears began for to roare, 
Hearing fuck moans one fide of the fhore, 
They khew they fhould never fee Dezn any more, 
Which no body can deny. 
18. 
Qveen-bithe, Pauls- Wharf, and the Fryers alfo, 
Wnere now the Players have! lircletodo, — 
Lect him paffe without any tokens of woe, 
Which no body can deny. 
1d. 
Quoth th’? Sendents o’ch’ Temple, I know not 
‘ their names, 
Looking ouk oft cheir Chambers into the Thames, 
The Barge fits him beteer than did the great 
Fam. Sy We rAgTe ch 710 £ body can LORY. 


29, cia 
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20. 
Eftx Houfe, late called Cuckolds Hall, 
The folk in che Garden ftaring over the wall, 
Said, they knew that once Pride would have a fall. 
Which nobody can deny. 
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21. 

At Strand Gate, a little farther then, 

Where mighty Guns numbred to fixty and ten, 

Which neither hurt Children. Women nor Men, 

Which wo body can deny. 
22. | 
They were fhot over times one,two,three,or four, 
Tac a Pe vi 9 
Tis thought one might ’heard the bounce to th 
Tower, 

Folk report, the din made the Buttermilk fower, 

Which no body can deny. 


24. 
Had old Goodman rénsbal or Alin but heard *um, 
The noifé woife than Olivers voice would have 

fear’d um, 

And out oftheir {mall wits would have fear’d um 
Which nobody can deny. 

' 24. 
Sommerfet Houle, where once did the Queen lye, 
And afterwards Ireton in black, and not green,by, 

The Canon clattered the Windows really 

Which wo body can denyo 


Oe 
The Savoys mortified (pated Crew, 
Ifflye,as Falftaffefayes, lama Jew, Cfpew, 
Gave the Hearfe fuch a look it would make a man 
; Which no body can deny. 
26. 
The Houfe of S chat Fool and Knave, 
X 4 Had 
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Had fo much wit left lamentation to fave (grave, 
From accompanying a traytorly Rogue to his 

Which no body can deny. 

27. 

The Exchange,and che ruines of Durban houfe eke 
With'd fitch fights might be {een each day i’ch’ 
A General’s Carkaffe wichout a Cheek, ( week, 
Which no body can deny. 





28, 
The Houfethat lately Great Buckingbams was, 
Which now Sir Thomas Fairfax has, 
Wifh’d it might be Sir Ibomas’s face fo to paffe, 
| Which no body can deny. 


29. 
Howards Houle, Sriffolks great Duke of Yore, 
Sent him one fingle fad wifh, and no more, 
He might flote by Whitehall in purple gore, 
: Which no body can deny. 


30. 
Something ¥fhould of VVhiteball fay, 
But the Story is fo tad, and fo bad, by my fay, 
That it curns my wits another way, 
Which no body can deny. 


31, 
To VV:fiminster, to the Bridge of the Kings, 
The water the Barge, and the Barge-men brings 
The (mall remain of che worft of things, 

W hich uo body can deny. 

3%. 
They inter’d him in triumph, likeLewisthe eleven, 
Jn the famous Chappel of Hexzry the feven, 
But his foul is tcarce gone the rigit way to hea- 
Me WEMs 7 \ Which no body can deny. 


I ho 
BR be 


D 5 peta see see Sean Raman 
























The merry Goodfellow. 


; 
| Hy fhould we not laugh and be jolly, 
| Since all the World now is grown mad ? 
) Andlul?dina dull melancholly; 
{ He that wallows in ftore 

Is fill gaping for more, 

And that makes him as poor, 
As the Wretch that never any thing had, 


How mad is that damn’d Money-monger? 
Thac to purchate co him and his heirs, 
Grows fhriviled with thirft and hunger; 
While we that are bonny, 
| Buy Sack with ready-mony, 
And ne*r trouble the Scriveners, nor Lawyers. 











Thofe guts that by fcraping and coyling, 

Do {welltheir Revenues fo faft, 

Get nothing by all cheir curmoiling, 
But‘are marks ofeach tax, 
While they load their own backs 
With the heavier packs, 


And lye down gall’d and weary at laft. 














2 eet Rae eer! 


—— = : petoe a3 ek ae OS 


While we that do traffick in tipple, | 
Can baffle che Gown and the Sword, | 
Whofe jaws are fohungry and gripples Wt 
We ne’r trouble our heads | 
With Indentures or Deeds, 
And our Wills are compos’d in a word. 
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Our mony fhall never indite us, 

Nor drag us to Gold{miths Hall, 

No Pyrats sor wracks can affright uss 

} We, that haveno Eftates, 
Fear no plunder nor rates, 
We canfleep with open gates, 

He that lyes onthe ground-cannot fall. 


We laugh at thofe Fools whofe endeavours 
Do but fit them for Prifons and Fines, 
When we that (pend all are the faverss 
For if Thieves do break in, 
They go out empty agin, 
Nay, the Plunderers lofe their defigns. 


Then let us not think onto morrow, 

Bue tipple and laugh while we may, 

To wafh from our hearts al] forrow; 
Thofe Cormorants which 
Aretroubled wich anitch, 
To be mighty and rich, 

Do but toy! for the wealth which they borrow. 


The Malor ofthe Town with his Ruff on, 

What a pox is he berter than we? 

He muft vail to che man withthe Buff on; 
Though he Cuftard may €at, 
And fuch lubbard! y meat, 

Yet our Sack makes us merrier than he. 





Partl, Rump Songs. 36 
The Rebells Reign. 


Ow we are met in a knot, let’s take t’other 
And chirp o’rea cup of Neftar 5 (pot, 
Lee’s think on a charm, to keep us from harm, 
From the Fiend, and the new Protector. 


Heretofore at a brunt, a Crofs would have don’t, 
But now they havetaken courfes, (Crofsleft 

With their Laws and their theft, there's nota 
Iu the Church, nor the Farmers Purtes. 


They’re with you to bring, for ftufling at a King, 
For now you muft make no dainty, 

To have your Nofe ground, on a ftone turned 
By Noll, and oneand twenty. ( round 


But our Rights are kept for us, in Oliver’s ftore- 
houfe, 
*Twere as good they were fet inthe Stocks : 
They are juft in the pickle, in the thirtieth Arti- 
Like Fack in a Jugiers box. (cles 


Weare loath for co look, for the Saints in a book, 


But would not a man be vext, re, 
To fee them fo rough with their blades and their 
But not a word on’c in the Text. ( buff, 


We have beentwelve years together by the ears 
To prepare for a {piritual raign : 

Men were never fo {pic’d, with the Scepter of 
Ia the hands ofa Saint in grain. ( Chrift 
) es ae ‘Twas 
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Twas brewed in their Hives by Citizens wives, 
Who ventured theic husbands far, | 

With Robin the fool, there was ne’re fuch a tool 
Tolead inthe womens War. 

























He was ill at Command, but worfe at a ftand, 
So they fought out another more able: 

Then Fair. undertakes, but No/keeps the ftakes, 
And fends away Fax with a bauble. 


Will, Conqueror the (econd, without his hoft rec- 
_ And fo did B—~ billet his Mate ; (kon’d, 
They made a great noife, *mongft women and 

But now they are both out ofdate. (boys, 





Cowardly IV. had bute a foul Fortune, 
And wanted aknife to (crape it, 

When his Oriphice ran,there was no mortal man, 
But omnibyg boris fepit. 


Bradjbaw, the Knave, fent the King to his grave, 
And on the Bloud Royal did trample, 

For which the next Leat, he was made Prefident, 
And ere long may be made an example. 


Porifl. ws did {teers to Hans mine heer, 
And Ask to Don at Madril, (difpatcht, 
Ere a man could have fcraceht, chey were both 
Yet there they lye Leger fill, 
Martin and St. Johns, and more with a Vengeance, 
a h a finger Pch’ pye: 
Some for che Money, and fome for the Conny, 


And fome for ch ey knew not why, 


The 
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The Parliament fate as fnug as a Car, 


-And were playing for mine and yours : 
Sweep-ftakes was their Game, till Oliver came, 
And curn’d it to Knave out of doors. 


Then a new one was caft,and made up tn haft, 
But alas they could do no more 

Than empry our purfe, and empty us worfe 
Than e’re we were married betore. 


But ina good hour, they gave up their power 
To one chat was wifer thanthey ; 

By common confent, *ewas the firft Parliament. 
That ever was felo de [e. 


After ail this jeer, we are never the near, 
There fits one at the Helm commanding 5 

One that doth us nick, with a trick for our trick, 
And the ftone in our foot notwithfi anding 


He’llnot relax, one groat of the Tax; - 
Though it come co morethen he need, 
He may keep ic in ftore, till his need be more; 

’Tis an Article of our new Creed. 


So well he hath wrought,thatnow he hath bronghe 
The Realm to the manner he it meant 5 

The fifhes, and che foul, and the Devil and al}, 
And che monthly pay his high rent. 


All this we muft bear, but ’ewould make aman 
When they call us a Reformed Nation: ({wear 

Jt can never fink into my head for to think 

That this is a Reformation. 
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*Tis the man in che Moon, or the Devil as foon, 
Our Laws are afleep upon fhelves : 
Our Charter & Freedom,we may bid God {peed 
Tis well we can beg for our felves. Cum, 


Since No/ hath bereft us, and nothing hath left us, 
Not a Horfe or an Oxe co plough land, 

Lec Oliver paffe, come fill up my Glaffe, 
And here’s a good health to Rowland. 





The Kefol ve, 


i. 
ee no Man fo worthy of Envy as he, 
Drinks Sack, and is free, 
Can draw down his mind co his prefent Con- 
And at that ebbe, can ( dition, 
Shew himielf a better man, 
_ Thenhis Enemy at his full tide of Ambition ; 
Has a breaft (o well Man’d,: he fears not che chun- 
Of thofe Baftards of fame, (der 
That have gota Name 
By Rapine and Plunder ; 
But bravely de(pifech, 
The Mock- Sun that rifeth: 
He that’s quiet within, what need he to care, 
Though not worth a groat, h’as the whole world 
(to fpare. 


2, 
He’s arm'd *gainft che Chances and Changes of 
And ftill meets bis Fate, (state, 


Wich 
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With a Conquering Cup ofthe ftouteft Cana- 
Drinks bealehs co the beft, (ry; 
And he Wraftles with the reft, 
Yet never is foyl’d, *lefs his liquor milcarry ; 
His thoughts are more foft then the bed that he 
Who puts his cares to flight, (lies on; 
A Prince is o’re Night, 
And next Morn doth rife ones 
Let th’ Fates do what they will, 
He’s the felf-fame Man ftill : 
Scepters have.Palfies,and Crowns too are fhaking; 
Who foundly doth fleep, need not keep others 
C waking: 


Then give us the Sack, let the Hen-hearted Cit, 
Drink Whey, and fubmit, 
His Cucumber Courage does ne’re well till bea- 
He, Camei-like, kneels, (ten; 
And his Burthen ne’re feels, 
Till his back become gall’d, and his carcaffe 
(near eaten ; 
‘Has a (pirit fo poor, that ev’ry Fool rides him ; 
He’s foul-leffe, alone 5 
Ac beft, bue a Drone, 
And no Man abides him 5 
He’s a compaé& of Clay, 
That will yield any way : 
’Tis Sack and good Company fets the Soul free, 
Like the Mufick ofthat there’s no Harmonie. 


tipos 
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Upon Cromwell's pulling out the Long 
Parliament. 16 § 3. 


The Alligory. 


I. 
S Plutarch doth write, ( a Man of known 
Credit ) 

A Serpent there was had a Mutinous Tayle, 
Rebeli’d *gainft che Head, that fo oft had fed it, 

And would not permic ic co lead, or prevaile: 
Is’e not fic chat. by turns we Leaders fhould be 
Quoth the Tayle ? follow me, as I’ve follow’d 

( thee. 
2. 
Now, the Body being grown too ftrong for the 
Head, 

Quoth che Head, if it muft be, chen let it be (0; 
For quietneffe fake I yield cobe lead, 

But fear chat from hence fome. mifchief wall 
A thing fo un-naturall never wasread, (grow5 
As the Head to turn Tayle, and the Tayle co turn 

( Head. 


3. 
A Monfter like this, but of ftranger Conditions, 

Engender’d there was in the year thirty nine 5 

Rebell’d -gainft the Head, bue with fawning 
Petitzons., 

To have him his Pow’r and his Right to refiga; 
This Monfter ( che cruth on'c co {peak) was begot 
By aMongrell Perfor, and that Hags the Scot. : 

4. So 


Fie ne As aca pate 
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So large and fo mighty this Tayle grew in lerigth, i 
- That where ere it came, it {wept all before ic; f 
Phere was no refilting fo pow’rfull a ftrength, 

The Head at the lat was fore’e to implore it : 
All our Caftles and Towns this Tayle did fibdue, 
A.fad tale to tell, but believe me ‘cis true. 


=) ‘ 
Above feven years Confli@ this Head did endure, 
Wich that Monfterous Tayle, and che Spawa ic 
begot : | 

During which time no Man’s life was fecure, 
Our Goods and our Cattle all went co the Por: 

At laft came a Champion wich an Iron flayle, 
And ended che ftrife *twixe the Head, and the 
( Teyle: 





me 6. 
The Head being departed the Body began 
To confule wich the Tayle what wa; beft to do3 
St. George ( quoth the Body )*tis faid was a Man, 
' But what can chis ching be is called Sec. O- 
Why he (quoth the Tayle was one of our Rout, 


And ‘tis wonderous ftrange he fhould curs Tayle iN 


POUL i ff il 
Cabouts 10) 
é | 
E. 
4 








While chus they did argue in ruflic our Sr, 0. | i) 

Sy" Wi} 4 
With Courage more kee | 

he wore: 

Qruoth he, ye are vile things;not fit hereto grows 


Cyn! Boe. . ° 
such Piends ne’re was known in th 
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1 ep aes ge pl eT 
en then tae sworg tal 
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place 


heretofore, Cyan 
X sel’ 


The wealth arid the fat of et e On interes Jorh A ¥ 
ene ¢& ENT y QOetik eee” ‘se | 
And now } do gueffe it is hich time ¢6 bleed vou. 
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Some. fay that this Tayle wore the mark ofa Py + 
O, isa Letter in rank known before it; | 
How e’re ’¢ makes no matter, tisall one.co me, 

Save this,chat I’m (ure cheO had the more wit; 
There’s-no Man fo blind, but may eafily fee 
He hath added unto his {mall OQ, a tall P. 


9. 
My Story now ended come viva St. George, 
That old true- blew Lad,and Hofpitable-Saint, 
Bring a Buce of good Sack co fill up my Gorge, 
Ac this tale of Head and Tayle 1 almoft faints 
Howe’re tet.ic pals; if you ftuddy upont, 
I hope you will neither make Head or Tayle on’. 


ae ren neel? 


The Advice. 


I. 


E’re trouble thy felf at the Times nor their 
turnings, 
Affli@tionsruncircular, and wheele about, 
Away wich chefe Murmurings, and, thefe Heart- 
burnings, 
With pales of the Grape wee’l quench the 
ire olf, 
-Nere chain, nor imprifon thy Soul up in forrow, 
What fails us to day, may befriend us to morrow, 
Weel {corn our Content from others to borrow. 


+ <--> 


‘ : i 2. Though 
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Ze 
Though Foreune hath left us wee'le firive to re- 
| gain her, , 
And’ court her with Cupps till her Favourite 
come, , 
Then with a Courage untam’d wvee'lé maintain 
her, 

And filence che noyfe of the Enemies Drum, 
Wee'le link her unto che Man moft deferving, 
Shall keep her at work, as well as from ftarving, 
She thal! not hereafter’beat her own Carving. 


= 
Thold him a Novice in Humane affairs, 
Thinks whirlings in Seace a wonderous thing, 
To daub up old Ruines with dirty repairs, 
And inftead ofa Scepter to fet up a Sling. 
Such Atomes of Greatnefle are but Fortune's 
laughcer, | 
She fattens them up. ’eill they’re fitted for 
flaughter, 
Then leaves chem at Tibvrn cto Tittar and Tauter, 


Sbarers in the Gorvernment?. 
A MEDLEY. 


To 8, feveral Tunes. 


Quine fay the World i but a Cheats. 
J Troth we fee’e 
For the feet Y 2 
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Scill rebell againft the Head, 
When. Antipodian Rulers (way, 

Woao'le obey ? 
Thus fome fay, 

Shall we not his own fteps-cread ? 
Pray were-we not in the late Quarrel, . 
All pickl’d up in the fame Barrel?” 

Then why chat? or why chis? 
Ou hearts areas great ashis. 





Part I. 


Here is One that claims a fhare Harrifon. 
In the Scepter, and the Chaire, 
Though he cryes Religion down, 
Hee’s Ambitious for a Crown; 
Fain hee’d have his Head to fhine 
Where his Father hangs his Signe, 
So he fhould, had I the Power 

In che twinkling ofan how’re 

J, of his difeafe “would cure him. 


What. chink. you of che Man of War, Blake. 
Whole Muzle is che Sea-mans Star ? 

Hee’s Acny’d-within,and-Wall’d wichout 

To givethe Rout, ifchat wedare; 

But faith che Dutch will hem himin, 

And make him ei€her fink or (snk 

‘This 1s che News brought Mr. P—_. 

To which helene {carce halfan Eare. 


Theres o ne, anda fly one, 


Ja Scotlanc }, lurks co quarter with the Lyon, 

He is your comeing Man fir, 

Will lead the Van fir : Pick out the meaning 
Upon the leaft Commotion; if you Can, 


He 
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He wears a Coat with double-colours faced} 

Ott one fide whereof the States is gravely placed, 
Buc on the other the:Cavies rudely raced; 

Hold Ambodexter whither wile thou'go ? 


Thencomes a ftout Heart, Lambert, 
A Man very perc, 
Reaking with Revenge, for Difgrace; il 
He {wore he was true i 
To give the Devil his due, i 
And as firm as the Nofe on:his Face. i 


Another puts in Ludlow, 
To be a Staces Pin, 
Good reafon it fhould be fo, 
He can Circunivent 
A Parliament; 
Then why aot Our Oliver 0? 





Some talk this, and fome talk that, ‘what, 
Some talk-of New wars; and fome they know not 
But well fave che Cavalier, for at abare word, 
Hee’s {carce lefe either Tongue or Sword. 





oO y 

up the Reere, born. 
For thon haft a Spleene farr keener 

than any onehere; Fist 
Taou fpurn’ft at Authoritte , are Ambition’s 

Minion, 
And boyl"it like thy Soap to advance a New-fang- 

led Opinion; | 


| 
| 
Then Tuarbulent-{pirited Fock bring = FobwLil- i 
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Promotions thy drift, co. rule” doth thake thy 
Wits roame, 

Boe 2 Gibbet cis thoughe will Rand betwixt 
‘thee and home. 





Upon C Cromwell's refufing the 
Kingly Power. 
rites 
C Ow poor is his Spirit ? how loft is his Name, 
D. ceiveth Opinion, and Curtailes his Fame? 
Wien as ais Defigns comenear to their heighe, 
*Twixe fhall I and fall I, fufpe& their own 
weight, 
He has trafiqu’d for Honour, but loft t 
whole ici. itr 


He fie s ftout in the Front, not fo in the Rear, 
Doth forfeit his Fame, and is Cow'd out by Fear. 


2. 
A {mall pare of Honor to. him doth belong, 
Confules not the Glory, but faints in the throng; 
Thac dares not embrace what his own Soul 
doth Vote, ~ 
Bue yields up Our Liberties co a Red- coat 
Sure Midfommer’s near and fome Men doth 
dote : 
J like the bold Romanes, ( whofe Fame ever 
rings ) : : 
That keptin subjeGion fuch pitesfull things. 


He chat will be Bug- bexi ‘dis tu ia again Child, 
A Reed thana § cepten! is fitter co weild; 
ay : Examine 
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Examinethe Story, no Story you’l fiad, - 
Saving the Story, that Kat will to kind, (blind; 
The Worldis deluded , the Common-weaith 
Thefe falfe itamps of Honour prove buc Copper- 
. _.... Mettle, . 
And Fame founds as loud from a Tinkers old 
Kettle. 


He that paft has the Pikes, and found Canon-free, 
Which fhews that noe Curfe from his Parents 
conld be, 
Had a Sou fo devout, it made Killing a Trade; 
And now to retreatatchefentofaBlade 
Doth fhow of what Mold our Knight-Ervant 
was made; 
He that flagges in his Flight, when’s Ambition 
fores high, 
Doth ftabb his own Merit, & gives Fame the lye. 


Then Cicero-like, yea Coed drench Cares, 
Orre-whelm’d. with your Own, and your Coun- 
cries Affairs; 
And Pulpit-men too be as Airy as Wee; 
Do you but preach Sack up, we'l ne’r difagree, 
That Common-wealth’s beft that is the moft 
free ; . 
Then fret not, nor carenot , when the Sack’s in 
our Crown, . 
We can fancy a King up, or fancy Him down. 


Lhe 
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Ang the Presbyters Gill, 

I Bring a Pinte of Sack Will, 
hodox of the two; 

Tl hou gh a {lender difpute 

Will ftrike che Elf mute, 


The Encounter, 


A SONG, 






I. 


Hees one of the honefter Chie. 


al 
a&e 


Jia Pinte there’s {mall hea: 
Sir r ah, bring usa Quart, 
There’s fubftance and: Vigor met, 


"Twill hold us in Pla 


aVs 
sii ee tof the day, 
But we'll fuck him before Sun-fee. 
2% 


7) 
The dareing old Pottle 
Does now bid us Battles 
Let’s try what his ftrength can doy 
Keep your Ranks and your Files: 
And for ail his Wiles, 


VW 


Wee! tumble him done Staires too. 


The Stout-breaf ‘ted Lumberd, 
His Brains ne’r encumber’d 
Wich drinking of Gallons three; 
ZT vicongins Was named, 
And | by Cafar famed, 
y ao di tbbed him Knig ghe ay a-pe. 


¢ 


—_ 
Bry 





Pare. 


ce: 
Jfthen Honour be in’t, 
Why a pox fhould we ftine 
Our felves of the fullnefs it bears > 
H’ has leffe wit than an Ape 
In the blood ofthe Grape, 7 
Will not plunge himfelf o’re head and ears. 
6 | 
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Then fummon the Galfon, 
A ftout Foe, and atal! One, 
And likely to hold us to’e; 
Keep Coynin your Purfe, 
The Word is disburfe, 
Vle warrant he falls at your foot, 


a 
See, the bold Foe appears, 
May he falls chac him fears; 
Keep you but clofe Order , and then 
W ewill give him che Rout, 
Be he never (0 flout, 
And prepare for his Rallying agen. 
8 


Wee'l dreyn the whole Cellar, 
' Pipes, Buttes, and the Dweller, 
If che Wine does flow no fatter; 
Will, when thou doft flack us, 
By Warrant from Bacchus, 
Wee'l Canethy Tun-belly’d Mafter. 
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The Good Old Cane. 
- } 
Ow hambert’s funk, and valiant M——. 

Does ape his General Cromwell, 

And Arthur’s Court, ‘caufe time is fhore , 
Does rage like Devils from Hell; 

Let’s mark the fate and courfe of State, 
Who sifes when c other ts finking, 

And beleive when this is paft 
°Twill be our turn at laft 

To bring the Good Old Caufe by drinking. 














Firft, red nos*d Nol he fwallowed all, 
His colour fhew’d he lov'd it : 
But Dick his Son, as he were none, 
Gav’t off, and hath reprov’d it; 
But chat his foes made bridge of’s nofe, 
And cry’d him down for a Protector, © 
Proving him to bea fool, that would undertake 
And not drink and fight like Me@or. (to rule; 


The Grecian Lad, he drank like mad, 
Minding no work above it; 
And Sans queftion kill’d Epheftion, 
_ Becaufe he'd not approve it; 
He got command, where God had land, __. 
And likea Maudlin Yonker, ( to fleep, 
When he tippled all and wept, he laid him down 
Maving no more Worlds to conquer. 
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Rump-Parliament would needs invent 

An Oath of Abjuration, ( into fafhion : 

But Obedience and Allegiance are now come 
Then heresa boul, with aheare and foul 

To Charles, and let all met {ay Amen to’, 
Though they brought the Father down 

From a ciple Kingdom Crown; 
Wee'l drink che Son up agen cu’t. 





TheP rotecting Brewer. 


Brewer may bea Burgefs grave, 
And carry the matter fo fine and {o brave, 
Tuat he the betcer may play the Knave, ! 
Which no body Can deny. 


A Brewer may bea Pailiament-man, 
For there the Knavery fi fi_ began, 
Aas, - é = are) 
And brew moft cunning Plots he can, 
Which no body, OC. 


A Brewer may put ona Nabal face, 

And march to the Wars with fuch a grace, 

That he may get a Captains place, 
é: W hich no body, ere. 


A Brewer may (peak fo wonderous well, 
That he may raife ftrange things to tell, 
And fo to be madea Collonel, 
hat 5 : Which 7n0 body, crc, 


A 
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A Brewer may make his foes to flee, 
And raife his Fortunes, fo chat he 
Lieutenant-General may be, 




















Which no body, O¢. 


A Brewer he may be all inall, 

And raife his Powers both great and f{mall, 

That he may bea Lord General, 

, Which nobody, &c, 


A Brewer may be like a Fox in a Cub, 
And teacha Le&ture out ofa Tub, 
And give the wicked world arub, 
Which no body, ec 


A Brewer by’s Excize and Rate, 
Will promife his Army he knows what, 
And fet it upon the Colledge-gate, 
| Which no body, de. 


Methinks I hear one fay to me, 
Pray why may not a Brewer be, 
Lord-Chancellor o’ch’ Univerficy, 

: Which no body, Gc. 


A Brewer may beas bold as Heétor, 
Whenas he has drunk off his cup of Neéiar, 
And a Brewer may be a Lord Proteétor. 
Which no body, ec. 


Now here remans the ftrangeft thing, 
How this Brewer about his Liquor did bring, 
Lo bean Emperour, ora King, 


Which no body, Ge: || 


wv 


A 































— ot enna ama Nh sn ASANO Ms dane St Daa Senn fn etn nN RN 


. ee SRE, NOS EL RISE SIP STATION RIT TSAR 
- “= 


“Partl. = ‘Rump Songs. 
A Brewer may do what he will, 
And rob the Church and State, to fell 
His foul unto che devilof hell, — 
Which no body can deny. 


a ES ESS 





The Power of the Sword. 


ka 


Burn all your Studies down, and throw away 
your Reading; 

Small power the Word has, and can afford us 

Not half fo many Priviledges as the Sword has : 

It fofters your Mafters, it plafters Difafters, 

And makes yonr Servants , quickly greater than 

their Mafters; 

It venters, it enters, it circles, ic centers, 

And makes a Prentice free in {pight of his In- 

dentures, 


[oe by your Pleading, Law lyes a bleeding, 


This takes offcall things,and (ets up {mall things, 

This mafters Money , though Money matters all 
things; 

°Tis not infeafon, to talk of Reafon, 

Or call ic Legal, when the Sword willhave it 
Treafon; 

It conquers the Crown too, the Furres and thg 
Gown too, 

This fee up a Presbycer , and this pull’d hint 
down too; 

This fubtil Deceiver, turn’d Bonnet to Beaver, 

Down dropsa Bifhop, and up faxes a Weaver. 
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This fits a Lay-man to preach and pray.mary, © 

»Tis this can make a Lord of him that'was a Dray- 
man 3 

Rorth fromthe dull pit, of Follies full pic; 

This brought an Hebrew Iron-monger to the 
Pulpie 5 

Such pittifull chings be, more: happier than 
Kiags be, 

This got -the Herauldry of Tbimblebee and Slings- 
bee 3 

No Gofpel can guideit, no Law can decide it, 

In Church or State, untill che Sword hath fanc< 
tify’d it. 


wn goes the Law-tricks, for from that Matrix 
ung holy Hewfou’s power, and tumbled down 
Sc.. Patricks; , 

The Sword preyails fo highly in Wales too, 

Shinkin ap Powel cryes; and {wears Cuts-pluttera~ 
nails too; : 

In Scotland this Wafter, did make fuch difafter, 

‘They feat their Money back for which they fold 


¥ 


& 


te 


Dor 
Cnr 


their Mafters 
te batter’d fo"their Dunkirke , and did fo the Don 
firke, F 
That he is fed’, and (wears, the Devil is in Dun- 
karke. | 


Be chat can tower o'er him chat is lower, 

Would be bue choughe a Fool to puc away his 
Power; _ 

Take Books and rent’um, who would invent 1m, 

When as the Sword replyes , Negatur argumen- 
tum & / 3 


Your 





, 
{ 
! 
t 
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| Your grand Colledge Butlers, muft ftoop to your 
| Suclers, | 
There’s not a Library living like the Cutlers 
The bloud that is fpile, Sir, fath gain’d all che 
f 


gile, Sir, 


| Thus have you feen me run the Sword up to the 


hile, Sir. 


-* Cromvell’s Coronation. 


| Liver, Oliver, take up thy Crown, 


For now thou haft made three Kingdoms 
thine own; 


| Call thee a Conclave of chy own creation, 


Toride ustoruine, who dare thee oppofe: 


| Whilft we thy good peopleare at thy Devotion, 


To fall down and worfbip thy terrible Nofe. 


| To thee and thy Mermydons, Oliver, we, 


Do tender our homage as fits chy degree, 





| We'll payche Excife and Taxes, God bleffe us, 


Wich fear and contrition, as penitents fhould; 
| Whilft you, great Sir, vouchfafe co opprefie us, 
Not daring fo muchas in private ¢o {cold. 


Webow down, as cow'd down, to thee and thy 
Sword, 
For now thou haft made thy felf England: fole 
: Lord | 
| By.Mandate of Scripture, and Heavenly warrant, 
The Oath of Allegiance, and Covenant too ; 


To 


Ww 





































































To Charles and his Kingdoms thon are Heir 
apparent, : 
And born to rule over the Zurkand the Few. 





Then Oliver, Oliver, get up and ride, (fide; 
Whilft Lords, Knights, and Genery do.run by thy 
The Maulfters and Brewers account it cheir glory, 
Great God of the Grain-tub’s compared to 
_ All Rebells of old are loftin their ftory, (chee ; 
Fill chou plod’ft along co the Padington-tree. 





a en rr en aaa 


The BREWER. 
To the Tune of the Black- fmitb. 


@ kris many a Clinching Verfe is made 
In honour of the Black-fmiths trade, 
But more of the Brewer may be faid, 
Which no body can deny: 


I need not much of this repeat, 
The Black: {mith cannot be compleat, 
Unleffe the Brewer do give him a heat, 
: } Which no body caw deny, 


When Smug unto the forge doth come, 
Unlefle the Brew-r doth liquor him home, 
He'll never ftrike thy pot and my pot Jom, 
| Which no body can deny. 


. 
Le 
Or 
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Of all profeffions in the town | 
The Brewers trade hath gain’d renown, 
His liquor reacheth up to the Crown, 
pT ‘s Which wo body can deny. 


Many new Lords froth him there did (pring, 
Ofall the trades he ftill was cheir King, 
For the Brewer had the world ina fling, - , 
Which no body can deny. 


He {corneth ajl Laws and Martial ftops, 
Bue whipsan Army as round as tops, 
And cues off his foes as thick as hops, 
| : Which no body can deny. 


He dives for Riches down to the bottom, 

And cryés, my Mafters, when he had got um, 

Let every cub ftand tpon his own bottom, 
aR HR3. 9 " Which no body can deny, 


In War-like a&ts he {cerns to ftoop, 
For whem his Army begins to droop, 
He draws. them up us round as a hoop, 
3 Which nobody can denys 


The Jewith Scots thae'feorns to eat 

The fleth of Swine, and Brewers beat, (treat, 

"Twas the fight of this hogs-head thade’umre- 
: Which no body can deny. 


Poor Jockie and his basket hilt 
Was beaten, and much blood was (pile, 
And their bodies like barrels did fui atile, 
Which nolelycan dexy, 
Trough 
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Though Femy gave the firft affaule, 

The Brewer at laft made themcto halt, 

And left chem what the Cat left in the Maule. 
Which no body can deny. 








They cry’dthae Antichrift came to fettle 

Religion in a Cooler and a Ketele, 

For his Nofe andCopper were both of one mettle, 
Which no body can deny. 





Some Chriftian King began toquake, 

And faid,with the Brewer no quarrels well make, 

We'll lechim alone, as he Brews let him Bake, 
Which no body can deny. 


He hath a ftrong and very ftout heart, » 
And thought co be madean Emperor for’t, 
But the Devil put a {poke in his Cart, 
: Which no body can deny- 





Ifany intended to do him difgrace, 
His fury would take off his head inthe place, 
He alway did carry his. Furneffe in his face, 
Which no body can deny: 








Rut yet by the way you maft underftand, 
He kept his foes (o under command, 
That Pride could never get the upper hand, 
: Which no body can deny. 











He was a ftout Brewer, of whom we may brag, 
Buc now he is hurried away with a hag 3 
He brew'd in a boccle, and bak’d ina bag, . 
Which nobedy can deny. 
And 
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And now may all tout Souldiers fay; - 

Farewell the glory/ofthe day, ._ 

For the Brewer himfelfis turn’d to clay, © 
Which-nobody can deny. 


Thus fell the brave Brewer,the bold fon of flanghs 

We need not to fear what fhall follow after, (ter, 

For he deale all his life time in fire and water, .: 
Which no body can deny, 


And if his Succeffor liad had but: his mighe, 
We had not been in a _pittifull:plighe, 

But he was found many grains too light, 
Which nobody can deny, 


Let’s leave off finging, and drink off our Bub, 
_ Wee'll call for aReckoning,and every mah Glub, 
For I chink I have told you a Tale of a Tub. 
Which no body can deny; 


Dialogue between Pluto and Oliver.’ 


Pluto. Cnees Imp Rayal, come away, (day. 
SW Alnco..black night we will curn brighe 
Oliver, °Tis Pluto calls, what would my Syte® * 
Pluto. Come,.follow to the Stygian fire, . 
Where Ireton doth wait ~ 
To welcome thee in ftate. bis 
Olivers Were J;in-bed with Lamberts wife, — 
Pde quit thofe joyes for {ucla life. 
L2 P ato 
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Pluto. My Princely Nol make haft, Hb? 
For thee we keep a Fatt. os 
Oliver. In thete di(mal fhades will T 
. Unto thee unfold my Villany- 
Pluto. \n my bofome Pil chee lay, 
Forthy fake wee’! all keep holyday. | 


















Gborus. Wee'l rage and roar, and fry in flames, 
And Charles himfelf fhall fee 

oe How damn’dly we agree, - 

ne > Yet{cormto change-our Ghains 

Wee For his eternal diety. |: 








a A Quarrel betwixt Tower-hill and 
Wie | Tyburn. | 





| ae er cell you a Story that never was told, 

HT {or A talethat hath both head and heel, 

ee And chough by no Recorder inroll’d, 
Waa I know you willfind it as crue as fteel. 
| Aa When General Monck was come to the Town, 
wh A little cme after. the Rump had the rout, 
a il When Loyalty rofe, and Rebellion fell down, 

| i | mi They fay, that Tower-bell and Tyburne fell out. 
patil Quoth terrible Tyburae to lofty T ower-hill, 
ean Thy longed-for daies arecome at laft, 
Wet And now thou wile dayly chy belly fulfill 
aesiifil With King-killers bloud whalft 1 muft faft. 


Waa 3 
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The High Court of Juftice will:come tothe Rar; 
There to be cooked and dreffed for thee, 
Whilft I, chat live out of Town (0 far, 
Muft only be fed by Fellony: 


If Treafon be counted the fouleft fa&, 
And dying be a Traytor’s due, : 
Then why fhould youall the glory exa& ? 
You know, they are fitter for me than wi 
Ons» 
To {peak the plain truth, I have groan’d for them 
For when they had routed the Royal Root, 
And done the Kingdom fo much wrong, 
I knew at the laft chey would come to’t. 


When Titchburne fate upon the Bench, 
Twirling his Chain in high degree, 

With a Beardlefs Chin, like a withered Wench, 
Thought I, the Bar is fitcer for thee, 


But then, with ftately compofed face, 
Tower-bill to Tyburne made reply, 
Do not complain, in fuch a Cafe 
Thon fhale have chy fhare as well as J. 


Thereare a fort of Mongrils, which 
My Lerdly Scaffold will difgrace: 

I know Hugh Peters his fingers itch 
To make a Pulpit of the place. 


But take him Tyburz, he is chine own, 
Divide his quarcers with thy knife, 
Who did polluce with flefh and bone 
The quarters of the Butchers wife. 
L3 The 
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Tie next among thefe hp ore 
Is Harry Martin, take him thither, 

But he hath been addle fo many years, 
That I fear he will hardly hang cogether. 


Part f. 


There’s Hacker, zealous Jom Harrifon too, 
That boldly defends the bloudy deed, 

He pra&tizeth what the Jefuitesdo, — 
To murder his King , as a part of his Creed. 


There's fingle-eyed Hewfon the Cobler of Fate, 
Tranflated into Buffand Feather, | 
But bootlefs are all his feams of State (ther. 

When the foul is unripe ‘from the upper-lea- 


Is this prophane mechanical Brood 
For me, that have been dignfy’d 
With loyal Laud and Straffords blood, 

And holy Hewet, who lately dy'd2 


Do thou contrive with deadly Dun 
To fend them to the River of Stix, 

- Tis pitcy, fince thofe Saints are gone, ( mix: 
That Martyrs and Murtherers bloud fhould 


Then do net fear methat I will 
Deprive thee of that fatal Day : 

?Tis fe chofe that their King did kill 
Sould hang up inthe Kings high- way. 


My Priviledge, chough | know it is large, i 
‘ [ute chy hand Ile freely give it, 

Por there is Coos that read che Kings Charge, 

is only fit-for the Devils tribuce. © gia 
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Then taunting Tyburz, in great (corn, 
Did make Tower-hill this rude reply: 

So much rank bloud my ftomack will turn, 
And thou fhale be fick as wel] as J. 


Thefe Traytors made thofe Martyrs bleed 
Upon the Block, that thon doft bear, : 

And there it is fit they fhould dye for the deed; 
But Tower-bill cryed, they fhall not come there. 


Wich that grim Tyburn began to fret, 
And Tower-hill did look very grim: 

And {ure as a Club they both would have met, 
But chat che Gicy did ftep between. . | 





ce 


The Bloody Bed-roll, or Treafon difplayed 


inits Colours. | iI. 


Triumphing News for Cavaliers, 
The Rump (mells firong, caft out by th’ Peers. 


Ld OLIVE R’s gone to the Dogs, 
Oh ! NoI do miftake, 
Hee’s gone ina Wherry 
Over the Ferry, 
Is call’d the Stygian Lake. 
But Cerberus that Great Porter 
Did read him fuch a Le&ture, 
That made him to roar 
When he came a-fhoar 
ZL For 
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For being Lord Proteéior. 
News, news, news, 
Lrave Cavaliers be merry, 
Chear up your fad fouls 
With Bacchus Bowls, ~ 
Of Claret, White, and Sherry, 


Where is.thae Gurled Crew 
Were of thelaft Kings Jury, 
By thy damned foul 
Go fetch'them Nol 
Quoth Péfoinhisfury. 
 heneis old Foan thy wife > 
Her Highne(s twould fee, 
— Comelet her in 
She fhall be my Queen, 
For a Cuckold thou fhalt be. 
News, nis, 8c. 


Make room for a Ramping Lady, 
One of the Devils race, 3 
. This ugly Witch, 

And nafty Bitch 
Spat in the King’s {weet face. 
Tle make her asLady of Honour 
Q.oth Pluto tet her in, 

And open the doors 

For this cold Whore 
shall wait upon my Queen. 

News, a ws, &¢. 


3 


ne 
bs 


As good as ever pill, 


He-e comes Sir HENRY MARTYN 
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This wenching beaft 
Had Whores at leaf; 
A thoufand on his lift : 
This made the Devils laugh, 
So good a friend to fee, 

At Pluto’s Court 

There’s better fport, 
Come chou fhale dwell with me. 
News, news, Kc. 


Bid C rou bring his Boat, if 
Here comes a man of fame, ah 
Who hath waited here i 
Above a year, | 
JACK BRADSHAW is his name, | 
O ho quoth Pluto then, fg 
As toud as he could yawl, i 
Ry Oliver’s Nofe 
I did fuppofe 
Thou hadft been at White-hall, 


News, news, &c, 


Thou’rt welcome to my Court 
Here on my Scroul J find, 

I have in ftore 

A thoufand more 
As Arrant Rogues behind. 
Why art thou fad quoth Pluto? 
My Servants muft appear, 

Then donot grudge 

I'le made thee Judge 
Orall my Subjects here, 
News, news, &c, 


: 
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Here comes a friend of mine, 


Make room for the Lord LISLE, 


His guefts at laft 
_ Did come fo faft 
That made old P/uto fmile. . 
Thou muft along with me, 
Now ’tis too’late to rue it, 
Thy damned Soul 
Is on my Scroul, 
Remember Do&or Hewet. 
News, news, &c. 


What is the Canfe Sir ARTHUR 
Your Pulfes go fo quick ? 

*Tis Bifhops Lands _ 

That’s in your hands 
VVhich makes them beat fo thick: 
Thy Oath of Abjuration 
Was fara worfer thing, 

For the Devil and thou « 

Did ftudy how. 

VVe fhould asics our K ING. 
News, news, Kc. 


Next comes Sir HENRY MILDMAY. 
As good as ever twang’d, 
VVhat Laws had we 
VVhen he fcap’d free 
And honeft men were hang’d? 
Perhaps the KING’s good grace 
May pardon what is paft, 
Bue that’s all one 
At Pluto’s Tarone 
Thou muft appear at laf, 
Ners, news, XCy 





Part I, 


Shall 
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| Shall Traytors be conceal’d? -\ - : : 
} Oh !no Sir HENRY VANE, 
’Tis a pittifull ching 
For our good KING...) 
When. Traytors are in grain. » 
If chou wile take che pains, 
|. Then pray chee go and look, 
For Iam told 
Thou art enrol’d 
| In Pluto's bloody Book. 
| News, news, &c. 


i Here comes the Learned SPEAKER 
Whofe baggs of Gold doruft, ©. - 
Who would not hear 
A Cavalier , 
Though his Canfe were nere fo juft. 


Corruption bears the {way 
Where Juftice is deny’d, 
The Devil take him, 
And Mr. P YM, : 
And likewife Collonel PRIDE, 
News, news, &c. 


Make room for one-ey’d HEWSON, 
A Lord of fuch account, 

Twas a pretty Jeft 

That {uch a Beaft 
Should to fuch honour mount. 
When Coblers were in fafhion, 
And Nigherds in fuch grace; 
Twas fport to fee 


How PRIDE and he 
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Did juftle for the Place, 
News, news, &Co 


What dreadfull fhew is this 2 
*Zis PRIDEAUX or his Ghoff, 
He makes fuch haft, 
And comes fo faft, ' 
T chink He’s riding Poft. 
A Lewyer if thou art, 
Amongft the damned fouls, 
At Pluto’s Barre, 
?Tis better farre 
Then pleading at the Roles. 
News, news, Sc. 


' Ohwelcome Dr. PETERS, 
And Cornet ] OYCE alfo, 
One of thele ewain 
Was worfe than Cain 
That gave the deadly blow: 
One of thele Curfed Rogues 
Was he that did che feat, 
But fome men fay 
"Twas that Lord GRAY 
That made the work compleat. 
News, news, &c, 


A Boat for this Old DoGor 
To crofs the River Styx, 
For Pluto he 
Defired to fee 
Some of his’ Antick tricks; 
My Chaplain thou fhalt’be, 
What more can be defired 2 





Part he 






: Oh ! quoth he 

| That cannot be, 

| My Leafe is not expir'd. 
_ . News, news, &c. 


' Oh ! my Ramp, my Rump, my Rump, 
My Kemp (mells wonderous ftrongs: : 
The blifters rife 
! About my Thighs 
| Wich voting here fo long, 
My Rump is grown (o fore, 
can no longer fit, 
Hold up thyBum, 
| The Devil.is come 
With a Plaifter cocure it. 
News, news, &es ' 


| VVhen Plato keeps his feaft, 


| The Rogues muftal] appear,, 


And Mr. SCOT 
Thad forgot, 
Miuft caft ofthis good-Chear. 





Find ouc the Man, quoth Plutos « 
That is the greateft finner; | 
if CO.OK,behe. .. 
Then COOK hall be 


| The Cook to Cook my pinaer, 


News, news, &c. 


| God bleffe che KINGS pood grace, 


4nd keep him from his foes, 
Jwifhtherather . _ 
Becaufe his Father, 
Had teo too many of thofe. : 
! God 
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350 ‘Kamp Sona Pare I, 
God bleffe the Duke of YO RRs: ; 
His Sifter, and Another, 
Accurft be chofe 
That do oppofe 
The fending for their Mother. 
News, news, ness 
Brave Cavaliers be Mer Ts, 
Chear up your fad (ouls 
With Bacchus Bowls, 
Of Claret, Pe and Sherry. 
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The four Legg'd Elder’; “or ‘a is Relation of 
4a Florrible Dog jai an Elders Maid. 


To'the Tune of The Ladies fall's’ Or Gather 
your Rofe Buds, and §0: other Tunes.” 








r foe} 
LU Chriftians, and Lay-Elders too; 
For fhame amend your Li ves 
Fil cell you of a Dog-trick:mows = 
Which much concerns your wives. Z 
An Elder’s Maid near Templesbar 
CAh what a Quean was fhe t)): » 
Did take anugly MaftiffCur 
Where Chriftians ufe to be- 
Help Houfe of. Commons, Houfe ch Peers: ! 
Ob now or never help! eo mon 
Th’ Alfembly having fate four envi 
Have now brought forth a wile 7 
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2, 

One Evening late fhe ftept afide, 
Pretending to fetch Eggs, 

And there fhe madé her felfa Bride 
To one that had four leggs : ‘ 

Her Mafter heard a Runrblement, 
And wonder’d fhedid tarry, 

Not dreaming (without his confent ) 
His Dog would ever marry. 

Heip Houfe of Commons, &c: 


eee aaa 





He went to peep, but wh afraid, 
And haftily did run 
To fetch a Staffco help his Maid, 
Not knowing what was done; 
He took his Ruling Elder’s Cane, 
And cry’d out, Help, help bere ! 
For Swafb our Maftiffand poor Fane 
Axe now, fight Dog, fight Bear’. 
Ob Houfe of Commons, &c. 


But whenhe came he ial fullforry, 
For he perceiv’d their ftrife, 

| That according to che Diredgory 

_ _ Thefe two were Dog and Wife: 

Ah ( then he faid ) chou eruel Quean, 
Why haft chou me beguil’d ? 

1 wonder’d Swajh was grown {0 lean, 
Poor Dog he’s almoft {poyl’d. 

Ob Houfe of Commons, &c. 


4 5° 
J thoughe thou hadft no carnal fenfe 
But what’s in other Laffes, 
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And could have quench’d thy Cupifcence 
_ According co the Clafiss ecit 
But all che Parifh fee ic plain, 
_ Since thou art iuwthis pickle, 
Thou art an Independent Queany 

And lov’ft a Conventicle. 
Ob Houfe of Commons, &e. 
6 




























Alas now each Maliguant Rogue 
Will all che world perfwade....~ 

That fhe that’s Spoufe unto a Dogs 
May bean Elder’s.Maid 5 

They'll jeer us ifabroad we ftir,’ 
Good Mafter Elder ftay, 

Sir, of what Claffisis your Cur 5 
And then what can wefay ? 

Ob Houfe of Commons, 8c. 


i 
They'll many gracelefs Ballads fing 
Of a Presbyterian, 
That a Lay-Elder is a thing 
Made up half-Dog half-Man : z 
Out, out, ( faid he, and, {mote her;down ) 
Was Mankind grown {0 fcant ? 
There’s (carce another Dog im town 
_ Had took the Govenant « 
Ob Houfe of Commons, 86c< 
$ 


Then Swap began to look full'grim, 
And Fane did chus replys 5) 
Sir, you thought nought-too good for him, 
_ You fed your Dog too high: 
Tis crue, he cook me in the lurch, 
And leapt into my arm, 
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[ did your Dog no harm. 
Ob Houfe of Commons, &e. 





And there was naked ftripr, 
They whipt her till theCord did fail, 
As Dogs ufeto be whips : 
Poor City Maids fhed many a tear 
When fhe was lath’d and bang’d, 
And had the been a Cavalier, 
Surely fhe had been hang’d. 
Oh Houfe of Commons, &c. 
10% . 
Her’s was but Fornication found, 
_ For which the fel che laths 
But his was Buggery prefum’d, 
Therefore they hanged Swajh, 
What will become of Bifhops then, 
Or /ndependency, : 
For now we find both Dogs and Men 
_ Stand for Presbytery. 
Ob Honfe of Commons, &c. 
LI. 
She might have took a Sow-geldér, 
Wich Synod-men good ftore, _. 
But fhe would have a Lay-Elder 
With ewo legs, and twomore, 
Gotell the Affembly of Divines, 
Tell Adoniram Blew, A 
Tell Burges, Marfhall, Cafe, and Vixcs, 
Tell Now-and- Anon-too, 
Ob Houfe of Commons, &c. 
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But (as | hope to come to Church ) 


9. 
Then fhe was brought to Newgate Gaol, 
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i I 2 
Some faid fhe was a Scoti(h Girl, 
Or elfe (at leaft) a Witch ; 
But fhe was born in Colchefter, 
Was ever fuch a Bitch ! 
Take heed all Chriftian Virgins now, 
The Dog-ftar now prevails ; 
Ladies beware your Monkeys too, 
For Moukeys-have long tails. : 
Ob Houfe of Commons, &c. 
ee 
Blefle King and Queen, ed fend us peace, 
As we had {even years fince, | 
Forwe remember no Dog-dayes 
While we enjoy’d our Prince: a 
Blefsfweet Prince Charles,two Dukes,three Girls, 
O fave His Majeity ! 
Grant that his Commons, Lords, and Earls, 
May lead {uch lives as He: 
Oh Houfe of Commons, Houfe of Peers} 
Ob now or never. help dd! 
Th’ Affembly having fate four years, 
Have now brought forth a whelp! 





News from Colchefter. 


Or, AProper new Ballad of certain Carnal paffages 
betwixt a Quaker anda Colt, at Horfley near Col- 
chefer in Efex. Tothe Tune of Tom of Bedlam. 


ae 
A LL in the Land of Ex, 
Near Colchefter the Zealous, 
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| On the fide of a bank, 
Was play’dfuch a Prank, 
~ As would makea Stone-horfe jealous; 


2. 
Help Woodcock | Fox, and Nailor, 
For Brother Green’s a Stallion, 
Now alas what hope 
_Of converting the Pope, 
Whena Quaker turns Italian! | 


Even to our whole prafedion 

A fcandall ’ewill becounted, 
When “cis calke with difdain 
Amongft the Profane, 

How Brother Grée# was mounted. 





4° 
And in the Good time of Chriftmas, 


Which though our Saints have dama’d all, 


Yet when did they hear 
_ That adamn’d Cavalier 
Eve play’d fuch a Chriftmas gamba! 


Wich any Cates unhallow’d, : 
Hadft thou (weetned thy Gums 
Wich Poctage of Pluins, 
Or prophane mine’d Pie hadft fwallow’d. 
6 


Had thy flefh,O Greembeen pampei’d 


Roll’d up in wanton Swine’s-flefly, 
The Fiend might have crepe incothee, 
Then fullnefferof gue 
Might have made thee rut, 
And the Devil have fo rid chrough thee, 


A a2 
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7. 
But alas, he had been feafted 
Wich a Spiritual Collation, 
By our frugal Mayor, 
Who can dine ona Prayer, 
And fp on an Exhortation. 
8. 
Twas meer impulfe of Spirit, 
Though he us’d the weapon carnal, 
Filly Foal, quoth he, 
My Bridechou fhalebe: 
And how this is lawfull, learn all. 
For if no refpe& of Pertons 
Be due ’mongft che fons of Adam, 
In a large extent, 
Thereby may be meant 
That a Mare’s as good as a Madam. 
10. 
Then without more Ceremony, 
Not Bonnet vail’djnor Kaft her, 
But took her by force, 
For better for worfe, 
And us’d her Jike a Sifter. 
| ee 
Now when in fuch a Saddle 
A Saint will needs be riding, 
Though we dare not fay 
’Tis a falling away, 
May there not be fome back-fliding ? 
12. 
No furely, quoth Fames Nailor, | 
Twas but an infurrection 
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Of the Carnal part, 
Por a Quaker in heart 
Can never lofe perfe&tion. 


13. 
For (as our Mafters teach us) 
The intent being well dire&ted, 
Though the Devil crapan 
Fhe Adamical man, - 
The Saint ftands un-infe&ted. 
14. 
But alas a Pagan Jury 
Ne’re judges what’s intended, 
be Then fay what we can, 
Brother Green’s out-ward man 
Ifear will be fulpended. 


Ore St 
And cur Adopted Sifter 
Will find no better quarter, 
~ But when himwe inroul 
Fora Saint, Filly Foal 
Shall paffe-her felt for a Martyr. 
16. 
Rome that Spiritual Sodome, 
No longer is thy debter, 
O Colchester, now 
Who’s Sodome but thou, 
Even according to the Letter? 
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The Fourclegg'd Quaker. 
To the Tune of The Four-legg?d Elder. 


tr, 
LL that have two or but one ear, 
1 (I darenot,tell ye half) 
You ofan Effex Cole fhall hear » 
Will fhame their very Calf. 
In Horley Fields near Colchester 
Ae would-eurn Trooper; 
He caught a Foal and monnted her 
(O bafe !') below the Crupper. 
Help Lords, and Commons, ouce more help, 
O fend us Knives and Daggers | 
Por if the Quakers be not gelt 
Your Troops will havet the Staggers. 
2. 
Ralph Green (it was this Varlet’s name D, 
Of Colchefter yow ll {wear, 
For thence the Four-legg’d Elder came, 
Was ever fuch a Pair ! 
But though ’cwas foul *eween Swafle and fan: 25 
Yer chis is ten times worle; 
For then a Dog did play cheMan, 
But Man now play‘d che Horfe, 
Help, &c. 





A\ 


3° 
Toe Qwner of the Cole was nigh, 
' € Obferving cheir Embrace ) 
And drawing nearer did efpy 
“The Quaker's forrel Pace : 
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My Foal is ravifh’d ( then he cryes, 
And fiercely at him ran ) 
Thou Rogue, i'll have thee haltered cwice, 
As Horfe and eke as Man! 
Help, &c. 


4.6 

Ah Devil, do’ftthou tremble ? now 
Tis fore againft thy will; 

For Mares and preaching Ladies know 
Thou haft a Coles cooth ftill : 

Rut mine’s not guilty of this Fact, 
She was by thee compelled; 

Poor thing, whom no man ever backt 
Thou wickedly haft Bellied. 

Help, &c. 


5. 
O Friend ¢ {aid Green, with fighs and groans ) 
Let this thy wrath appeale ! 
( And gave him then eight new Half-crowns 
To make him hold his peace ) 


_ The man reply’d, chough for this 


Concea! thy Hugger Mugger, 
Do’ft chink it lawfull fora Piece 
A filly Foal co Bugger ? 
Help, &c. 


6. 
The Mafter faw his Cole defil’d, 
Which vexe hisSou! with doubt; 
For if his Filly prov’d with Childe 
He knew All would come out: 
Then he afrefh began to rave, 
(For all his Money caking ) 
Neighbours, faid he, I cook this Knave 
"ach? very act of Quaking. 
Help, &c. Aa4 7. Taen 
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ve 
Then to the Pinfold ( Gaol] mean) 

They drage’d him by the Mane, : 
They call'd him Beaft, znd _cali’d her Quéan, 
Asiffhehad been Fane. | A 
O ftone him (all che Women cry°d ) 
Nay geld:him ¢ which is worfe') | 
Who {corn’d us all, and took a Bride 

- That’s Daughter to a Horfe ! 
Help, &¢. - »- 














The Colt was filent all this while, 
And therefore ’twas no Rape, : 
The Virgin foal he did beguile, 
_ And fo intends to {cape: 
For though he caught her in a Ditch 
_ Where fhecouldnotrevole, — * 
Yet he had no Scott'h {purr nor Switch 
To ride the willing Cole a 
Help, @c. 





9. 

OEffex, Efix, England's pride, 
‘ Go burn this long‘ tailed Quean, 
For though the Thames runs by thy fide, 
Ie cannoe wafhchee clean! Dh. 
‘TiS not thy Bleacing Sonn’s complaints, 

Hold forth (uch wantom courfes, 
Thy Oyfters hint che very Saint 
» To horn the very Horfes. 

Help, &c. 











10. 
Though they faluce not inthe Street 
« ( Becaufe they are our Matters 
*Tis now reveal'd why O wkers meet 
- In Meadows, Woods, and Paftures: Bue 
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But Hor{-men,Mare-men,all and fome 
Who Man and Beaft perplex, 
Not only from Eaft-Horfley come, 
Bue from iW eft-Middl-Sex. 
Help, @c. ! 
1: 3 
This was not GREEN the Feltmaker, 
Nor Willow GREENthe Baker, 
Nor GEORGE the Sea-GREEN Mariner, | 
But RALPH the Grafle-GREEN @uaker, Hy 
Had GREEN che Sow-gelder but known, | 
_ And done his Office duly, 
Though RALPH was GREEN when he came Ons 
He had come off muftblewly. | i 
Help, oc Bot aa | 
(12, +e 
Alas you know by Man’s flefh came 
The Foul. difeafe to Nzples, : 
And now we fear the very fame 
Is broke into our Stable; 
For Death hath ftoln{o many Steeds 
_ From Prince and Peer, and Carrier, 
That this new Murrain rather needs 
a* FARRAR thana Farrier. [ ¥* Phyfician 


Help, &c. tothe Far] ! | 
ee, of Pem- i 
Nay if this GREEN within the walls brook, who i 
. Of Colebefter left forces, is no. Quaker 


Thofe Cavaliers were Caniballs, nor Quacker. 
Eating his Humane Horfes! 

Eur fome make Man their fecond courfe, 
‘CIncool Blood will not {pare ) © 

Who butcher Men and favour Horfe 

» Will couple with a Mare. 


Help, é&c, 14. This 
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This Centaur, unquoth Other thing, 
Will make a dreadfull Breach: 





Yet chough an AGS may fpeak or ¥ fiug, * Anew Sett 


Q let not Horfes preach ! 

But bridle fuch wilde Coles who can 
When they'll obey no Summons, 
For things begot ‘tween Mare & Man 
Are neither Lords nor Commons. 


Help, ec. 


e. 
O Elders, Independants ba 


of young Men 
and Women, 
who pray, eat 
and fing eX 
tempore. 


Though all your Power's combin’ds 
Quakers will grow too ftrong for you 


Now Horfe and Man are joyn’d: 


While Cavaliers,poor foolith Rogues, 


Know only Maids Affairs, 
She-Presbyters can deal with Dogs, 
And Quaking-men with Mares. 


Help, &c. 


Now as when Milan Town was rear d, 


A Monftrous Sow untam’d, 

With Back half Hair half Woolappear’ 
>Twas Mediolanum nam‘d: 

So Colcheffer muft have recourfe 
To fome fuch four-legg'd Sifter, 


d; 


For fure as Horfley came from Horfe, 


From Colt ’twas call’d Col-cbeffer. 
| Help, Lords and Gommons, &c. 


Ever. 
otek Y 
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ongs s 


To the Tune of 


To himfelf that bath foold 
More than Mahomet could, é&c. 


i. 
T fell ona day , 
When good People fay 
St. Michael beat the Dragon, 
My Lord the Protedtor 


Did drive (likea Heder ) * Londinium 
A Coach inftead ofa ® Wagon... Pelee (elebat 
4 Psa Jee 
: ‘ yehiculo cowms- 
Becau(e he did hear ae 
The Chareteer 


Did antiently wear a Crown, 
Up went the Horfe-heels, 
Round round went the Wheeles, 
Till his Highneffe came head-long down: 


3. 

He reign’d chem fo hard, 

They look’d back and were fcai’d 
To feehim fo red and fo grim 

Away then they fled, 

And though he.us’d to lead, 

This new-modell’d Horle would lead him. 
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4a 
But O how they {nuff 
When his Piftol flew off, 
For which all che Saints fulpe& him, 
Doth Providence attend him, ” | 
Thirty choufand defend him, ) 
¥eta poor Pocket-pifto! prote& him ; 































How many a Hurl 
Had poor Mr. ¥ Thur! 
—Lo ! Heinthe Coach did prank it : 

He thought he had fate 3 | 
Chief Secretary of State, 
But was tols’d likea Dog ina Blanket. 





Nay had they run fafter 

Hee’d follow his Mafter 
Through all the Sceans of this Mad-fhow : 

A Brewer, a Collonel, 

A Preacher a General, 
A Prote&or, a King——then comes Bradfbaw. 





4 


They flander my Lord 
With a bug-bear Word, 
That he did like Phacton drives 
But his Highnefs ery’d ah 
Six Horfes to guide, ° 
And Phaeton had now five: 











*Vocem mJ THURLO rithmice refpondentem noftrates 
defideranr : nomen itaque(ipfins homulli inftar crucis hance 
7uNow paticur; noftroque vel verficulo, ac ipfocurru, 
hue illuc impellicur. 


8. Mad 
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Mad Phae efon huarl’d 
Fire all o’re the World, 
Then dead ina River was found: 
But my Lord had no ayme 
To fet all ina flame, 
And never was born to be drown’d. 


*Twas Nero did ftrive 


_ Such Charets to drive, 





And publickly fhew’'d his Works 
Buc when my Lord fticks | 
Up his Bills co fhew tricks, 
Hee’l undo th’other dauncing Turk. 
10, 


Rut ifyou look high, 
There’s ome reafon ‘why 
Thefe Jades did fo fling and skip, 
For though we afford 
Him the power of the Sword; 7 
He had no command of the Whip. 
II. 
Eathron'd in his Chair 
( What a pox did He there.) 
He cook fuch Prote&orly courfes, 
He feem’d Horfe and Mule, 
Bue’tis eafier to rule 
Three Kingdoms $009 fix pees 


Nota day nor an iach 
But we felt his Power, 
Pond now he would fhewaus his Art: 







His firft Reproach 
Is a fall from a Coach, | 
And his laft will be from a Care. 







































| The Houfe out of Doors. 
April 20.165 Be 2 
To the Tune of Cook’ Laurelt. 





I 





The Body had got fuch.a damnable Paunch) 





Then down with it,down withutjdown Root 
| With a hey downy down adown down, 
Sing ho dowadown to makeup the Ditty, 
With ahey down downa down down, 
Tbe Parliament’s broke as well asthe City. 
/ 2 
Thefe Remnant Menibers.began to fay 
Their Gexeral was fit to be- had in fufpition; 














He did ( yet did not ) make ufe ofhis Sword, 





Qn Men that could vote, and vote, but no more; 


366 = Rump Songs. Part I. | 





47 Ou law Eleven Members eurn’d out of Doors, 
And 200. more were driven: from home, 

And then their own Lords were voted down fairs, 

(When {ome of them crepe into the Lower roon:) 

We purg’d and we pureg’d,bucall would not do’r, 


“Gill OLIVER fell upon.Brazch and Root, ( Branck. 


ang 


And offer'd co Vote his Gommiffion away,» (fort 
As if(forfoock)chey had given him his Commi 


He 


Sta, to 
ONY 
elit 
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| He thew’d them his Hile, arid fpake but a word, 

| And that word’ blew the wholeHoufe out of 
With a bey down, &c. | € door. 

The Parliament's broke as well as the City. 


oy 
This day was Strafford all-co-be-Traytor’d, 
Becaufe ( they fay ) He bad aw Intent 
(As this day Nol the Members (catter’d’) 4?" ; oe ‘ 
By an Army to force the Parliament. © +9? *°53 
| At which old VANE now rants and faves, 
For Strafford’s bloud is not yet grown cold ) 
|) And yet we muft fay while we {peak of Knaves, 
|. The Oldis theYoung, and the Young is the Old. 
With a bey dowa, &e. : 
The Parliament's broke-as pill as the City. 


. in, 4. 
| Sir MILDMAY then with his hand on his groin,.. 
|. CAsfit fora Kuave of the Diamonds ) ftood : 
He eat the Kings Bread, & drank the Kings Wine, 
| Solongtill at lafthe drank of his Blond. 
| Sodid CORNELIVS HOLLAND too, 

Whofe fhare i’th’ Revenue doth fill three Pa ges.” 
But now when the Houfe is broke up (you know ) 
| *Tis fie Houfbold Servants be paid their W ages. 

Wih abey down, &c. | 
The Parliament's broke as well as the City. 


| The Judge of Morocco ? Treafon FILL ) 

| Devour’d at'a Morfell all Tauiton Deas, 

| He keeps five Chambers i*ch? Temple, but will 

| (Now th’ Hone is pull’d down) bea Hillock 
again. ? 

| And the Devil too for his BOND doth call, 


Though 
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Though Dennis from Chamber to Chamber did 
He fate Lord Prefident at Whiteball,' Chop, 
But now muft gohomeco fit in his fhop. . . 

With a bey, exc: . 
The Parliament's broke as well ae the City. 
6. ATi, PF 
Now Alderman Fujizan cocks not his Beaver, 
Who'chang‘d his Name from Perry to PURY, 
A Dean and a Bifhop made out ofa:Weaver, 
That had been refus’d to be of a Jury : 
He vow’d to leave not a Gentleman, 
Though every Houfe were as big as Rome = 
In all bloody Votes he higheft ran; ».. 
But now may run down to his Bottom and Loom. 
With a hey, &c, 
The Parliament’s broke as well as the City. 





qi 
Now lookto your Wives, for Jjam inform’d 
That carnal SCOT is again broke loofe; 
But the Houfe chac fhelcer’d his-Luft is Reform’d 
As he did the Hall of Lambeth-boufes 
(For he knew the High Commifsion fate there ) 
Both King and Cromwell he openly curs'dy 
But Oliver now will pay his Arrear, 
For ofall kind of Scots the Englifv 1s worft. 
With ahey down, down a.down down, 
Sing bo down down to.make up the Ditty, 
With a-bey down down a.down downy 
The Parliament's broke as well.as the City. 





ce 
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The RUMP. 
December 26. 1659. 
To che Tune of The Black{mith. 


Ne" Mafter & Prentice for Rimes muft pump 
On Hab, * Noll, Arthursand Law{ou Vantrump; 
A Eong Parliament ofa Short Rump. [ St. Joba's. 

, Which n6 body chn deny. 


For Wits and No-Wits riow have an Itch 
To prepare fome damnable tearing Switch 
For chem whofe very Face is a Breech. ! 
| Which, &c: 


' Twelve years they fate above Kings and Queens, 


Full twelve, and thea had enter’d their teens 
When Qliver came t@ out-fin cheir Sins. 


And yet afterall his fignal Septenibers, (bers 
Both he and his Babe, and his Other-Homfe Metn- 
Saw Rump was but afleep in ics Embers Php 

: Which, &ce 


For up it rofe, then out ‘twas blown, 


~ For Lambert and Rump like my Lady and. oan, 








Blew in and ouceill Rump blew out fobn. 
Which, 86s 


And chen ic fwell’d with fuch monftrous growth 
Bb Thae 
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That by and by it broke out in the South, 


From whence it was called POR TS-MOUTH. 
: Which, &c. 



















—— 
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From thence to Z ondon it'rode tan-tivy, 
( Though Loxdon then wore Holly and Ivy ) 
And fate at Whitehall in a Council-Privy. 
Which, R&C. 


ae ee ae aad 
= a 














Se 








Then fuddenly Fleetwood fell from Grace, 

And sow cryes Heaven hath {pit in his face, 

Though he fmelt it came from another place. 
Which, &c. 


Janizary Desbrow then look’d pale, 

For, faid he, if his Rump prevail, 

*T will blow me back to my old Plough-tayf, 
Which, Sc. 


But when he fele his own Regiment kick, 
Od, quoth he,.chis was my own Trick 
"Gaini my Brother Nol and my Nephew Dick. 
| Which, &c. 


Now whom the Devil doth Rump reprefent ? 
"Twas tlais that Sir Thomas Jermyn meant 
When he call’d ic a Whipping Parliament. 

Which, 8c. 











Mt We're ftript of all thelter from the ong Robe, 

As rich and warm as the Devil left Job, 

For Satan Rump fits Lord ofthe Glebe. 

ae Which, &¢. 


And 
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And yet when all is examin’d and ponder’d, 
You'll find three Kingdoms enflav’d & plunder’d, 
For faying Fourty is leflethan Four hundred. — 
Which, 8c» 


And now behold the Sign is i Clune, 

But if Monck be honeft or wife, chen {oon he 

Makes Kump bucthe Italian’s Domo Comrauni, 
Which, 8c; 


Heaven blefs the Kzng,with his two brave Brotherss 
From Rumps and Lords of the Houfe call’d Others, 
And hang thefe Rumpixg Sons of their Mothers. 

| Which, &e, 


And that He may bleffe both Us and our Heirs, 

Let all che Members of Commons and Peers, 

Turn honeft as He that wants his Ears. 
Which no body can deny, 





Sir F glamor and the Dragon : 


Or 4 Relation how Gencrall George Monck flew 
amoft Craell Dragon Febr. 15. 1659« : 


To the Tine of Siy Eglamor. 


I. 
“Bnerall George that Waliant wight, 
J He took his Sword and he would go fight, 
And as he rode through London Town, 
Men, Women, Pofts. and Gates, fell down. 
: Bb2 2. But 
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Bue turning sabone towards W-ftminfters 

He faw ic muft come to Fight Dog, Fight Bear, 

For there an old Dragon ‘ace in its Den, 

Had devour’d(God knows how many )brave Men. 
2 

This Dragon it was and a monftrous Beaft, 

Wich fourty or fifty heads acleaft, 

And ftill as chis Dragon drank down Blood, 

Thofe heads would wagand cry good---good-»geod ! 

No Hidra nor Sci ardigis 

For every Head look’d likea Man, 

And yet chey all grew Hidra-wile, 

For cut « ffone and another would rife 
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sen) 
Befides ic had mof Devilifh claws, 
Call’d Committees of che Good Old Caufe ; 
But Devil and his Dam had no fuch Paunch 
As this which fwallow’d oot and Branch. 

6. 

Ic Gvallow’d Churches, Pallaces, 
Forrefts, Iflands, Lands, and Seas, 
Cathedral] Choires ic made but a Sallad, 
And left not a man to fing a Ballad. 


oe 
But chat which made this Dragon prevaile, 
Wasa damnable Sting ftuck in its Tayle, 
This Tayle °gainft Chriftendom made Wars, 
And {wept down all St. Geosges Stars, 
8 


Then Aigypts Plagues we underftood, 
Darkneffe, Riversturn’d co Blood, 
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Upftart Vermin thick as wooll, 
And Frogs and Locujts Pul pics full. 


9. 
¥et that which moft did Plague thefe Ifles, 
Three Kingdoms Jay fo fick of th’ Piles, 
For every man in dolefull dump 
Was tortur’d with a Bloody Rump. 

10, 
But as inits Den this Dragon did fit, 
Oco2ge gave it many a gay good hit, 
Though then he had no Sword nor Sythe on, 
But fought as Phalys flew old Python. 

Il. 
For Oesage fhot at him a flaming Letrer, 
(Which fomethen choughe might have been bet- 
He wipe’d the Kumpaway witba Paper, (cer) 
And out it flew like a flinking Vapour. 

12. 
Now Lodo had her own defire, 
i or every Sereet was pav’d with fie, 
All Menand Bells wich many athump, 
Cry’d Rump-Rump- Kump-Rump-Rump-Rump-R, 


Chee 

Six thoufand fifty Bone-fires then, 

(By twenty more chench’ Army had Men) 

O monftrous Rump, that thus requires 
(Though bute halt broyl’d) fix choufand Fires! 


14. 
This very day that Rump wa, bura‘d, 
Oid Migna © barta was confirm’d 5 
This day they Voted chat monftrous thing, Feby. 
‘Ehat no Addreffes be made to the King. 41.1647, 


Bb 3 15. Now 
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Rusinp Songs. Part I, 


15. | 
Now God blefs Charles, & Work, & Olonceffer, 
From many or from one Impoftor, 
May Kings,and Peers, and Commons joyn 
To fave us both from atump and LLOPI. 











The Gities Feast to the Lord Proteétor. 
Lo the Tune of Cook Laurell. 
Ok Mayor invites his Highneffe his gueft, 
i= 


4nd bids him to Grocers-Hall to dinner, 


_ There never was Saint at {0 great a Feaft 


Provided him at the Charge ofa Sinner. 
With a van tan the Devil is dead. 


And what was the day do yott think,without jeft- 
Ofall che year ic was Afh-wedunefday, (ing, 
This pious Reformer fee apare for his Feafting, 
When all good Ghriftians fhould Faftand Pray. 
With avan tan the Devil is dead. 


2 


o 


The Souldiers in chufters throng’d for place, 
io fee this Monfter of their own making, 


id it wasa Prote&ors frace, 
Buc chac it wanted not much of A King. 


r: 


With a ven tan the Devil is dead, 


And {a1 


*) 


The Bucks of the City in herds were met, 
And were paled in with a very good fen 


ce, 
But what 


their Does did, } canaoc tell yet, 
Orthar ye may hear-three quarters hence. 

Wish avan tan the Devil is dead. 
Wich 






























Part I. ump Songs. 375 


Wich that the Recorder marctit up to the Hall 
Wich a difh of Divinity dreft for his pallate, 
And laid before him ‘a fhoulder of Sax’, 
With a favory fimily by for a falate. 
With atantan the Devil w dead. 


His Highnefle commanded to lay it by, 

Twas fic for his people he’d make it known, 

And they fhould have it, good reafon why, 

For they wanted more fhouldeérs than theit own, 
With avrantanthe Devil is dead. 


A difh of Delinquents heads ina Charger 

Was fent as a prefent from Goldfmiths Hall, 

He witht his ftomack ten times larger, | 

Yet made a long neck and poach’d chem all. 
With aran tan the Divilis dead. 


A Prejace was next, and to him he buckles, 
Wich a Bifhoprick trufs’d before and behinde, 
His Highnefs was inwith him up to che knuckles, 
And tu his own kitchin the {kuers aflign’d. 

With avantanthe Divel is dead, 


His Highnefs then calld’ for a boule of Canary, 

And drank fo deep chat it made himrree!, 

He co(s’d it to Lambert, and Lembert to Harry, 

And Harry tothe Mayor, and the Mayor to Steel. 
With-a rantan the Devil is dead, 


When Dinner was ended, away co the banquet, 

Where fratching of Sugar-piums one from ano- 
cher, 

Hal fill’d up his pockets, and (aid God be tiaank- 
ed, Bb 4. Aud 
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3°76 | Rump Songs. Part I, 





And carried them home to his Lady Mother. 
Wah avrantanthe Devil is dead, 


Then hisHighvef commanded the Mayor to kneel, 
The Beaft of the City was foon on his knees, 
He made him a Knight wich iron and fteel, 
And bid him rife up, and pay him his fees. 
; With aran tan the Devil is dead. 


Up rofe my Lords worfhip and made hima leg, 

With chat che Kuight-maker did give him the 

| Sword ; 

His Highnefe did {pice him without a nucmeg, 

When he made a bad Kuight of a pittifull Lord. 
With avan tan the Devil is dead. 


When he left the City he broke a jeft, 

His words were pithy, and Ile repeat them, 
Farewell (quoth his Highniefs) thou fur-gali’d Beaft, 
Fools make the Feajts, and wife men eat them, 

With avan tanthe Devil is dead. 





FINIS. 





The Second Part. 


a aan, 


The RecrefurreEion of the RUMP. Or, 
Rebellion and Tyranny revived. 





Io the Tune of the Black {mith. 
L: none be offended with the (cent, 


Though I foul my mouth, Vle be content, 
To fing of the Rump of a Parliament. 
Which no body can deny. — 


I have fometimes fed on a Rump in Sowfe; 

And a man may imagine the Rump of a Lowfe 5 

Buc till now was ne're heard of the Rump ofa 
Houfe. Which no body can deny. 


There’s a Rump of Beef, and the Rump of a Goofe, 
And a Rump whofe neck was hang’d ina Noofe; 
But ours is a Rump can play fas and loofe. 

Which nobody can deny. 
A 
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2 ‘Kamp Songs. Part IT, 
A Rump had Fane Shore, and a Rump Mefaleen, 
And a Rump had Antonies refolute Queens 
But fuch a Rump as ors is, never was feen, 

Which no body can deny. 


Two fhort years together we Exglifo havefcarce 
Been rid of thy Rampant Nofé( Old Mars ) 
But now thot haft got a prodigious Arfe. 

Which no body can deny 


When the parts of the Body-did all fall out, 

Some Votes’it is like did pals for che Snout; 

But ‘that the Rump fhould be King was never a 
doubt. Which no body can deny. 


ACat has a Rump, and a Cat has niné Lives, 

Yee when her Head’s off, her Rump never ftrivess 

But our Rump from the Grave hath made two 
Retrives. Which no body can deny, 


‘That the Rump may all their Enemies quail, 

They'll borrow the Devills Coat of Mayl, 

And all to defend their Eftatein Tayl. ee 
Which no body can deny. 


But chough their (cale now feems to be th’upper, 

Thiere’s no need of the charge of a Thankfgiving, 
fupper, } 

Por ifthey be the Rump,the Armt’s their Crupper, 

. Which no body can deny. 


There’s a Saying belongs to the’ Ramp, 

Which is good alchough it be worn'to the #ump, 
That on the Buttocks Vile give thee a Thump. 
Which no body can deny. ‘Phere’s 
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Par 1]. Ramp Songs. 3 


q - F ‘ 

{There's a Proverb in w°h the Rump claims a part, 
Which hath init more of Sence thanof Art, 
/That for all you can do! care not a Fare. 


| 
Which ne body ean deny. 
| 


i 
! 


i 


|There’s another Proverb gives the Rump for his 
But Alderman Atkins made it a Jeft, ( Creft, 
|} That of all kind of Lucks, (bitten Luck is the bet. i 
| Which wo body can deny. h 


(There’s another Proverb that. never will fail, 1 
PThat the good the Rump will do when chey pres | 
listo giveusa Flop with a Fox-tail. (vail i 
| Which nobody can deny. 


| There is a Saying which is made by no Fools, 
}) never can hear on’t but my heart it cools, 
A the Rump’ will {pend all we have in Clofe- 


ftools. Which no body can deny. 
| And fome that can fee the wood from the trees, 
Say, this fan&ified Rump in time we may feefe; 


For the Cooks do challenge the Rumps for cheir 
| Fees. Which no body can deny. 


There’ an Obfervation wife and deep, I 
Which without an Ozion will make me to weep, 
That Flyes will blow Maggots inthe Rump ofa i 

Sheep. Which no body can deny. | 





| 
| 


‘When the Rump do fit wee’l make it our Moan, 

| Uhac a Reafon be ena&ted if there be not one, 

| Why a Fart bath a tongue, and a Fye# bath none, 
Which no body can deny. 


Awa 
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4 Kump Songs,  PartIf. 
And whilft within che Walls they Inrk, | 
To fatisfie us, will be a good work, 


Who hath moft Religion, the Rump or the Turk. 
Which no body can den ry 





: 


A Rump’s a Fag-end, like the baulk ofa Furrop, 

And is to the whole like the Fail tothe Burrough, 

*Tis the Bran that is left when the Meal is run 
thorough, Which no body can deny. 


Confider the VVorld, the Heav’n is the Head ont. 
The Earth is the middle, and we men are fed on't; 
But Hell is the Rump,and no more can be fed onc, 

Which uo body can deny, 


Fleéiere fi nequeunt Superos Acharonta movebunt. 


— ___ ———_ 
———___- 








A New-YearseGift for the R U M P. 


\ 4 Ou may have heard of the Politick Snout, 
Ora tale of a Tub with the bottom out , 
But fcarce of a Parliament in a fhitten Clout. 


Whib no body can deny. 


"Twas Atkins fir ft ferv’d this Rump fn with Mufard, 

he farce was a compound ot Covrageand Cuftards 
Ser Vane blefs'd the Creature:Nol fanfled & blufterd: 
7 Which no body can denys 


Tue Right was then in Old Olivers Nofe, 
But when the Devil of chat did difpofe, 
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Partll. Rump Songs. 


le. de fcended from thence to the Rump in the cloze. 
Which no body can deny. 


Nor is ic Jikely chere to ftay long, 
The Retentive Faculties being gone, 
The Juggle is fale, and Mony there’s none. 
Which no body can deny. 


The Secluded Members made aTryal | 
To Enter, but chem the Rump did defie al! uh 
By the Ordinance of Self-denyal, ih 

Which no body can deny; Hl 


Our Politique DoGors do us Teach, 
That a Blood-fucking Red-coat’s as good as a Leech, 
To Relieve the Head, if applyed to the Breech, 

Which no body can deny. 


But never was fuch a Worm as Vane; Mi 
When the State feonr'd aft, i voided him then, Hi} 
Yet now he’s crept into the Rump again. 1 

Which no body can deny, 


Ludlow’s Fart, was a Propbetique Trump : 

( There was never any thing fo Jump ) 

Twas the very Type, of a Vote of this Rump. 
Which no body can deny. 


They fay ’tis good Luck, whena Body rifes 
With the Rump upward 5 but he chat advifes: 
To Live inthat Pofure is none of the wifeft, 
Which no body can deny. 


Tle Reafon is worfe, though the rime be sutoward, 
When 
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age Rump Songs. Part I], 


When things proceed with the wrong end forwards 
But they talk of fad news to the Rump from che 
Norward, VV hich no body can deny, 


“Twas a wonderfull thing the firength of that Part, 
Act a Blaft, ic will cake you a Team froma Cart; 
And Blow a Man’s Head away witha Fart. 

VVbich no body can deny, 


When our Breins are Sunck below the Midd/e, 
And our Confciences fteer'd by the bey downe diddle, 
Thea things will go round without a Fiddle. 

VVbich no bodycan deny. 


You may order the City with a Hand-Granado, 
Or the General with a Baftonado, 
But no way for a Rump like a Carbouado. 

: VVbich.no bady can deny, 


To make us as famous in Counfel, as VVars, 
Here’s Lenthal, a Speaker for mine 
And Fleetwood is a Man of Mars. = 

SoA. VV bich no body can deny, 





"Tis pitty that Nedbams Fall’n into Difgrace, 
For he orders a Rum with a marvailous Graae, 
And ought to attend che Rump by his Place. 

_. VVbich no body can deny. 


Yet this in defpight ofall Difafters, 
Although he hath Broken the Heads of bis Masters, 
Tis fill bis Profefsiox,to give °em all Plafters. 

| VV hich no body can deny. 


Let 
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Part]. Rump Songs. 7 
Let ’em cry down the Pope, till their Throats 
are fore, : 
Taeir Defign was to bring bim2n at the back door, 
For che Rump has amind tothe Scarlet-whore, 
VV bich no body can deny. 


And this is a truth at all hands confeft, 
However unskillfull in any of che eft; ~ 
The Rump [peaks the Language of the Beaft. 

VV bich uo body can deny. 


They talk that Lambert is like to be try 
For Treafon, and.Buggery befide, 
Becau(fe that he did the Rump beftride. 
VV hich no body can deny. 


The Rump’s an old Story, if well underftood 
Tis a thing drefs’d up in a Parliaments Hood, 
And Jik’s; but the Taile ftands where the. Head 
fhould. VV bich no body can deny. 


’Twould makea. man fcr atch where it does not iteb, 
To fee forty Fools heads in one Politick breech, 
And that --hugging the Nation as the Devil did the 

VVitch. | VVhich no body can deny. 


From rotten Members preferve our VVives: ( Lives, 
From the mercy of @ Rump, our Eftates and our 
| For they mut needs go, whom the Devil drives. 
Which no body can deity. 















































Ramp Songs. — Part IL. 


A New Ballad. 


Toan Old Tune, Tomof Bedlani: 


Ake room for an boneft Redecoat, 
M ( And chat you’l fay’s a wonder ) 
‘The Gun, and the Blade, 
Are his Tools, «--«e and his Trade, 
Is for Pay, to Kall and Plunder. | 
Then away with the Laws, 
_ And the Good Old Canfe, 
Ne’r talko* the Rump or the Charter, 
’Tis the Caf does the feat, 
Allthe reft’s but ¢ Cheat, 
VVitbout That, there's no Faich aor Quarter. 


*Tis the Mark of bur Coin, GOD WITH US; 
And the Grace of the "ord go along with’t, 
When the Georges are flown, 
Then the Caufe goes down, 
For the Lord is departed from it. 
Then away, ec. 


For Rome, or for Geneva, 
For the Table, or the Altar, 
This {pawn of a Vote , 
He cares not a Groat ——- 
For the Pence , hee’s your dog ina Halter: 
Then away, Oc. 


Tho’ the Name of King or Bifbop, 
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: Pare I. Rump Song's. 


To Noftrils pure may be Loathfoi, 
Yet many there are, 
That agree wich the Maior, 

That their Lands are wondrous toothfow: 
Then away, &c. 




























When our Mafters are Poor, we Leave "Ns 
Tis che Golden Calf webowtoo; 
VVe kill, and we flay, 
Not for Confcience, but Pay; 
Give us That, wee'l fight for youtoo : 
Then away, ec. | 


‘Iwas That firft turned the Kizg out; 
The Lords, next : then, the Commons ; 
‘Iwasthatkeptup Nol, — 
Till che Devil fetch’d his Souls 
And then it fet che Bum on’s. 
Then away, &c. 


Drunken Dick was a Lame Prote €or, 
And Fleetwood a Backslider : 
Thele we (erved as the re, 
But the City’s the Beaft 
That will never caft her Rider. 
Then away, &e: 
When the A/aior holds the Stirrop, 
And the Shreeves cry, God [peed your Honours : 
Then ‘cis but a Jump, 
And up goes the Rump, 
That will (pur to the Devil upon us, 
Then away, &c. 


And now for a flingat your Thimbles, 
Your Bodkins, Rings, and VV biftles, 


AGS 

























































xo }=©=— RumpSongs. ‘Part II. 
In eruck for your Toyes, 
We'll fic you wich Boyes: 
(Tis che dogtrine of Hugh's Epifiles. ) 
Then aways OC. 





When your Plate is gone, and your Jewels, 
Yon muft next be entreated 
To pare with your Bags, 
And itrip you to Rags, 
And yet not think y’are cheated. 
Then away, Oc. | 


The truth is, che Towa deferves it 5 
Tis a Brainlefs, Heartle{s Monster : 
At a Clubb they may Baw!, 
Or Declare at their Hall, 
And yet at a puth, not one ftir. 
Then away, OC 


Sir Arthur vows he’ll.treat ’em, 
Far worfe chan the Men of Chefter, 
He’s Bold, now they're Cow'd, 
But was nothing fo Lowd 
When he lay inthe ditch at Lefter- 
Then away, &¢. 


The Lord hath left Fob Lambert, 
And the Spirit, Feaks Anointed, 
But why oh Lord, | 
Hat thou sheathed thy Sword? 
Lo, thy Saints are difappointed. 
Then away, ec. 


Tho’ Sir Henry be departed: 




























Pare IT. Rump Songs. Ul 
Sir Jobn makesgood the placenow, 
And to help onthe work 
Oftche Glorious Kirk , 
Our Brethren march apace tco. 
Then away, ec. 


ip 


While Divines , and States-men wrangle, 

Let the Rump-ridden Nation bite on’c, 
There are none but we 

_ That are fure to go free, bi 

For the Souldier’s flill inthe right on’. a 

Then away, &c. i 


Ifour Mafters won't fupply usy | 
With Mony, Food, and Clothing : 
Let the State look to’e, 
We'll ha’ one that will do’t, | 
Lét him live, we'll not damn for nothing: 
Then away with the Laws, 
Aud the Good .Old Caufe, 
Ne’r talk o? the Rump or the Gharter, 
°Tis the Caf does the Feat, 
All the reft’s but a Cheac, | 
Without That there's no Faith, nor Quarter. 








The Breech walhrd by a Friend to the Ii} 

R 1! M Pp, i 
: To the Tune of Old Simon the King. 
* N aw humour of late € was, 
Ycleped a dolefull dump. 


T s Lay’ 
Cc2 Thought 
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1 . RumpSongs. Part Hl. 
Thought I---we’re ata fine pals; ; 
Not a man ftands up for the Rump: 

But lets be Jafved o'r and o'r. 
While it lies like a fencelels Fop. --- 
’T would make a mana Whore, 
To fee a Tail tew'd like a Top. 
Though a Rump be a dangerous bit, 
And many a Knave runs mad on't, 
Yet verily as it mayhit, 
An boneft man may be glad on't. 





Toabufea poor, Blind Creature--- 
[ had liketo have faid anda Dumbs 
Buc now ithas gotten a Speaker, 
And Say is the Mouth of the Bum, 
When Beffe rul’d che Land there was no man 
Complain‘d, and yet now they rad : 
I befeech you what differs a Wowan 
From a thing thai?s all Tongue, and Tayle ? 
[bough a Kump, &c. 


The: Gharter we ve {worn to defend, 
And propagate the Caufe. 

What call yethofe of che Rump-end 
Buc Fundameutal Laws 2 

The Cafe is as clear as the Day, 
There had been no Reformation, 

if che Rump had claw’d it away, 
You had had no Propagation. 

Though aRump, &c. 


As a Bodie’s the better for a Purge, 
Tho’ the Guts may be troubled with Gripes - 


So the Natios will mend with a Scourge, 
: ha 9 
3 ho 





Part If. 
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Tho» the Tayle may be fick of the Stripes. 
{ll humours to conveigh, 

When the State hath takena Loofenefs, 
( Who can hold what will away ? 

The Rump muft do the Bufinefs. 
Though aRump, &c. 


The bold Cavalier, in the Field, 

That laughs at your Sword, and Gun-fhot, 
An Ordnance makes him to yield, 

And he’s glad to curn Tail to Bum-fhot. 
Old Oliver was a Teazer, 

And waged warr with the Stump; 
But Alexander, and Cefar 

Did both fubmit to the Rump. 
Though a Rump, ec. 


Let no man be further mifled 
By aa Errour, paft Debate ; 
For Sedgwick has prov dit the Head, 
As well of the Church as the State; 
Honeft Hugh, chat. ftill curns up che Tippets, 
When he Kueels to Adminifter; 
Sayes---a Rump, with Skippons fippets, 
Is a Difh fora Holy Sifter. 
Though aRump, &c. 


We're all the better for’t, 

’Tis the Fountain of Love, and of Life. 
‘Tis that makes the fport, 

Keeps the peace betwixt Man, and Wife. 
Oh; --- happy all they that have {pent 

Their Bloud, and Estates on the Breech, 
Cc3 
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14. Rump Songs. Pare Il. 
For they're fure, at laft to Repent; 

And chey’d better dye Honeft than Rich ! 
Though a Rump, &c. . 





Through Pride of Flifh, or State, 
Poor Souls are operthrown : 
How happy then is our Fate ? 
VVe've a Rump to take us down: 
In matters of Faith tis true, : 
- Some differings there may be, 
But give the Saints their due, — 
Inthe Rump chey all agree. 
Though a Rump, &c. 


?Tis good at Bed, and at Bord; 
Ic gives us Pleafure and Eafe, 

Will you haye the reft in a word 2 
°Tis good forthe new difeafe, 

( The Tumule ofthe Guts; ) 
Tis a Recipe for the Kings Evill, 

Wath che Members as {weet as Nuts, 

~ And then throw them all to the Devil. 

Though a Rump be a dangerous Bit, ii 
Aud many aKnave runs mad on'ty 

Yet, verily, as it may bit, 

An bonest man may be glad on’t. 
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Chipps of the Old Block; or, Efercules 


Cleanfing the Augean Stable. 


Tothe Tyne of The Sword. 


I, 
Ow by your good leave Sirs, 
Shall fee che Rump can cleave Sirs, 


And what Chips from this Treacherous Block 


Will come you may conceive Sirs. 


2. 

Lenthall’sthe firft-o? the Lump fure, 

A Fare and he may jump fure, 

For both do ftink, and both we know 
Are Speakers of the Rump fure. 


That Mine of Fraud Sir Artbur, 

His Soul for Lands will barter, 

And if you’d ride to Heflin a Wayn 
Hee’s fit to make your Carter, 


4. 
Sir Harry Vane, Ged bleffe us, 
To Popery he would prefs us, 
And for the Devils Dinner he, 
The Romane way would drefé us. 


Harry Martin never mift-a 

To love the wanton Twift-a, 

And luftfull Aretines bawdy Leaves 
Are his Evangeliftea. 


Cc4 6. Harry 
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16 = ‘Kamp Songs. 
6. 
Harry Nevill’s no Wigeon, 
His Prattife truly ftygian 
Makes it a Mafter-piece of wit 
To be of no Religion. 


Pare IT. 


re 
But my good Lord Glyn Man, 
Pride is a deadly fin Man, 
Cots plultera nails few Traytors be 
Like you ofall your kin Man. 
8. 
If Saint-Fobn be a Saint Sir, 
He hath’a devilifh Taynt Sir, 
While Straffords blood in Heavens High Coure 
OF Juftice makes complaint Sir, ‘ 


9. 
Doctor Palmers all day fleeping, 
And into his Heart ne’re peeping, 
; Vis ill he chac negleé&ts his own, 
Should have All-fouls in keeping. 
10, 
VVill Bruertons a finner, 
And, ( royden knows, a Winner, 
Buc O take heed leait he do eat 
The Rump all at one Dinner, 
If, 
Robin Andrews isa Miler, 
Of Coblers no defpifer, 
And could they vamp hina new head, 
Perhaps he would be Wifer. 
nee 
Fut BaronV¥ild come out here, 
Dhew your Ferret Face and Snout here, 
For you being both a Fool and Knave 
* Area Montfter in che Rout here. 13 Nick, 





mon eee ee 
ee ee 


art VJ. 


13. 

Nick Lechmere Loyaley needs ftill, 
And on Weather-Cocks he feeds ftili, 
if Heathen, Turk or Jew fhould come, 
So he would change his Creed ffili. 


Rump Songs. 


14, 

There’s half-witted VVill Say too, 
A right fool in the Play too, 
That would make a perfeé& Affe, 

If he could learn to Bray too. 

15. 

Corneliw thou wert a Link-boy, 
And born ’tis like, in a Sink boy, 
Ide cell chy Knavery tothe World, 

But thy pitch fticks in my ink boy. 

16. 


Baron Hill was buta Valley; 
And born {carce to an Alley, 
But now is Lord of Taunton-Dean 
And thoufands he can Ralley. 
17. 
But if you ask the Neen 
Whence came his Elevation ? 
They'll fay he was not raifed by God, 
But by our inundation, | 
18. 
Lord Fines he will not Mall men, 
For he likes.not death of all men, 
And his heart doth goto Pie to Pat, 
When to Battle he fhould call men. 


19. 
Perfideous VVhitlock’ever , 
Hath mifchiefs under’s Beaver, 
And for his ends will pue che World 
Into a burning Feavour. 
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Afhley Cowper knew a Reafon, 
That Treachery was:infeafon, 
Whenat the firft heturned:his coat 
From Loyaley to. Treafon. 
2m. 
And gouty Mafter Wallop, 
Now thinks he hath cheBallop, 
But though he trotted to the Rum P 5 
Hee'l run away a Gallop? 
22% 
There’s Carew Rawleigh by him, 
All good men do -defie him, 
And they that ehink him noe a Knave; 
1 wifh they would but cry him. 
22, 
Tee Robinfon that Clowsado, 
Though his heart be a Granado, 
Yet a High-fhooe with his hands.in his Poke, 
Is his moft perfect fhadow. 
246 
Salloway with Tobacco, 
Infpired, turn’d State Quacko 3 
And got more. by his feigned zeal, 
Then by his What dee lack bo. 
25. 
Buc Li/le is halt forgotten, 
Who oft is over-fhotten, 
Por juft like Harp and Gridiron 
His brains wichi'Law do-Gotren: 
26. 
Lord Monfon’s next the Benclier, 
Who waiced with a Trencher, 
Now his tail is jerk’d at home and'abroad, 
For he’s a feeble Wencher. We 


Pare I. 





























Part II. 


7. 
We hear from Sir Fobu Lenthall, 
Though his gouty Lord hath fpent all, 
His Rump’s plac’d wrong, but *eis his fac 
That is right lesa ly , 
28. 
What Knaves are more Co be vext, Sirs, 
You’! hear when J fing next, Sirs, 
For now my Mufe is tir'd with this 
Abominable text, Sirs. 





Ridentem dicere vernm, Quid Vetat ? 





Rump Rampant, or the Sweet Old Cauje 
in Sippets. 


To the Tune of, 
Las Parliament fat as {aug as @ Cat. 


ie the name of the fiend, 

What the Rump up agin, 

| The Delk, and the Good Old Caufe, 
If they fetele agin, 

| Which to chink were a fin, 

Good night to Religion and Laws. 











Firft Tiches muft go down 
Like a {(prig of che Crown, 
Although J. Presbycter grumble 5 
Already they tell’s 
Our Lead and our Bells 
| They'll fell, next our Churches nvft cumble: 


——.—-——-- 


This 





































20 Rump Songs. Part IT, 
This poor Evglifb Nation, 
By this Generation, ) 
Hath been grieved 11. years and more, 

But in chat feafon, 7 
And not without reafon, . 
They ha’ thrice been turn’d out of door. 








Which they pleafe co call force, 
Yet themfelves can do worfe, . 
Por this Parcel of-a Houfe 
Dare keep aut of door, 
Thriceas many more, 
And value the Law not a Lonfe. 








Firft by Owl-light they met, 
And by that light they fet, 
The reafon of it mark, 
Their A&s and the light, 
Do differ quite, 
Their deeds do beft wich the dark. 








E{quire Lentball had twore, 
He’d fit chere no more, 

Unle(s in with Oxen they drew him, 
That he oncemight {peak true, 
They pick’d him out two, 

Sent Pembrook and Salisbury to him. 








W Ken thefeGamefters were pack’d, 
The firft. gracious a& 7 
Was for pence for their friends of the Army, 
Who for any-fide fight, 
Except’t be the right 5 
Sixfcore choufand a.month won't harm ye. * 
ret 
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PartIl. Rump Songs a 
Yet many there be, 
Say the Houfe is not free, ™ 
When I am fure of that, 7 i 
T’ one another chey’re {0 free, i 
That the Nation do fee, ad 
They're too free for us to be fat. Ali 


Religion they wav’d, 
Now they had us enflav’d, Vt ih 
And got us fure in their Claw, ri 
They pull’d off their mask, al 
And fet us our task, 
Which is next to make Brick without ftraw. | 





The next A&they made HH 
Was for helping of Trade, | 
So they fetled again the Excife, 

Which the City muft pay, We 
For ever and aye, ay 
Yet might have chofehad they been wife. | 





To pull down their King, 
Their plate they could bring, 
And other precious things, 
So that Sedgwickand Peters, 
Were no {mall getters 
By their Bodkins, chimbles and rings. >, 


But when for the good 
Ofthe Nation ‘twas ftood 
Half ruined and forlorn, 
Though’t lay in cheir power, 
: To redeem’c in an hour, 
Not a Citizen put out his horn. 



















































2m ‘Rump Songs. Part II. 
They had manacled their hands 
With King and Bifhops Lands; ~ 

And ruined the whole Nation, 
Sothatno bodycares _ 

_ Though they and their Heirs, 

Be cornute to the third Generation. 





May their wives on them frown; 
_ Bue laugh and lie down, 
To any one elfe turn up Trump 35 
To mend the breed, 
As ithinkthereis need, _ 
Be rid like their men by the Rump: 


And may thefe wife Sophees, 
Pay again for their Trophees, 
For hope che Parliament means 
( Now they ha’ been at the cofts 
_ To fetup the pofts ) 
To make them pay well for the Chains: 


ae ES 
2 renee: 





— 


Fortunate Rifing : or, The Rump Upward. 


7~Ood people, and you that have been undone 
Ga; Guns,and Drums and the Trumpets tone, 


-d words fince Forty and One. 
Soham Which no body can deny. 


Here isa word that will plague you more 
Then any that ever went before, 


dar: ayvty Martins Whore, 
Fis the Rump of Harty See VV bich, Oc. 


The 
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Part 1], Ramp Songs. © 23 
The Caufe was at firfta pretty conceit 
To create a-durty Rebel great ; 


But now that has left ch’impertal Sé&t, 
Which, &e: 


A General was a glorious Name, 
Till Effex his Member fpoile his fame 5 
For a Souldier ought to begood at the Game, 
: Which, &c. 


The Communication Line wasa Jigg, ‘ 
And as goodas the Bath to make women 018, 


Who never were fo, till chey learnt to digg, 
Which, Sc. 


Artillery was a thundring word, | 
Where many appear’d with Musket aad Sword, 
To fright poor Atkins out of a turd, 

Which, Sec, 


Cavalier was a name of as great a Force, 
As Centaute, that is both Man and Horfe, 
And for Ravifhing fuffered many a curfe, 
Which, &e; 


Yet every Woman that had this fear, 

Although in her heart a Roundbead the were, 

In her belly fhe wifht a Cavalier, 
) Which, &c. 


Sequeftration{car’d Men out of their Plate, | 

Excife drew potent Ale out of date, 

Ard the Gorps de Gard broke many of pate, 
Which, 3cc. 


The 
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24  RampSongs. Part I, 
The Plunderers made men hide their money, 
And women cheir jewels, if they had any ;_, 
And one there was, hid Gold in her Cunny, 





Which, ec. 
A Commonwealth is a Citizens truft, 
And by his wife ador’d it muft, 
Asa Topique to prove adultery juft, 

Which ; &c. 


The Prote&or ftorm’d with all mankind, 

Made Kings, and Princes walk behind, - 

Till che Divel out-ranted him ina wind, . 
Which, &c. 


The Committee of Safety chrew the Dye; 

But fome body {pit in his face from on high, 
And made the valiant Fleetwood cry, 
| Which, &c, 


But che Rump is a word of fuch a power, 

Pronoune’d, your beer, like chunder, ’ewill fowr, 

And after make you {quitter an howr, ; 
Which, &c. 


The fquircing at Epfom’s not worth a loufe, 
Rump out-does all, that comes there to caroufe ; 
Forit thic from Port{moith to Wallingford hou, 

| Which, &c- 


If Booth wereno-Knave, a Fool let him be, 
To keep fuch a ftir for Liberty, 
When the Rump (ets all it’s Tenants Free, 
Which, 8cc. 
He 





ee Ieee 
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Part IT, 


He thae could imitate founds in 4 fart, 

And {peak from behind with a wondrous Art, 

Were he living now, fhould take Leatkals part, 
Which, Cc» 


And then a Fart for the Cities forces, 
For Monk that’s coming with all ois, Horfes, _ 
And.aT ——— for Fairfax coo, that worle is, 


Which, &c, ° 
A Parfon once in a frolick Divine, >: 
Exhaufted Glaffes, ewency and nine, 
For Turkey’s Kump in Canary wine, .., 
ES " Which, &c. 


Andture he received a Revelation, | 
Whenco preach he left his firft Vocation, 
Thata Rump in time fhould rule che Nation, 

ee ; Which, SLC. 


Moxtelions Diall’s a drolling Mock, 
With a ftick in the Councrey Fellows dock, 
And fitter now chanthe Pailace clock, 
dtc Gta VV hich, XC. 


Morlay ajoynt of the Ramp grew bigs, 

And. fwelling; buepolitick Hefleragg, — 

Ha’s {ene him for Phyfick to DoGor Trizc, 
Which, &€s 


Mad Vane was Anointed King, and faid, ) 
He received a Crown that burden’d his Head, 
For which che Rump fent him home to, Bed, 
Whack, &e. 
Dd The 






























































26 Rump Songs. Part IT. 














The Abjuring Oath made the Speaker Sick; 


Which Haflerigg caking in the Nick, 
For his fain’d oae fhow’d him a real Trick, 


VVbich, 8c. 
“Thus, what for aliment is unfit, 
The Tail by a vertue guiding ic, | 
Excludes, and leaves it felf befhic, 
VVbich, &c. 


Let no man pretend any Caule, 
Againft the Rump co openhis jawes, 
For itrules by the Fusdamental Laws, 
VV hich no body can deny. 





A proper New Ballad on the Old Parliae 
ament, or the Second Part of 
Knave out of Doors. 


To the Tune of 


Hei bo my bany, 
My heart fhall never rue, 
Four and twenty now for your Mony, 
And yet abard pennyworth too. 


Ood morrow my. Neighbours all, 
What news is this |heardcell 2 
As I paftthrough VVeftminfter-ball, 
By che honfe that’s near to Hell : 
They cold:‘me Fo..1 Lambert was there, 


With 
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Part i ge , Ongs. 


With his Bears, and deeply did {wear : 
( As Cromwell had done before) — . 
Thofe Vermine fhould fit there no more: 
Sing bi bo Will. Lenithall, 
VVb0 fhall our General be ? 
For the Houfe to the Devil is fent all, 
And follow gid faith mun yes 
Sing hi bo, &c. 


Then Mule ftrike up a Sonnet, : | 
Come piper and play usa {prings 
Fornow!thinkuponit, . : 
Thefe Rs turn’d oue cheir King. 
But now it muft come about, 
That once again chey muft turn out: 
And not without Juftice and Reafon, 
That every one home to his Prifon. 
Sing bibs Harry Marcia, %. 
A Burgefs of the Bench, 
‘There’s nothing here is certain, 
You muft back and leave your VVensb. 
Sing bi ho, &c. 


He there with che buffle head, 

Is called Lord, and of the fame houfe, 
Who (as Ihave heard ie {aid ) 

Was chaftis’d by his Lady- Spout. 

Becaufe he runat fheep, 

She and her Maid gave himthe Whip; 
And beac his head fo addle; 

You’d think he had a knack in the Cradle, 
Sing hi bo Lord Mounfon,  ~ 

Lou ha’ got a patkof the Kings, 
One day you'l hang like a bourfor, | 
Dda For 








i =©6s RampSongs. Part II. 
For this and other things. 
Sing bi bo, &c. 
































fe-was by their Mafters order 
Ac firft togecher they met, 
Whom pioufly they did murder, 
And fince by their ownthey did fet. 
The caufe of this Difafter, 
Is *caufe chey were falfe to their Matfter. 
Nor cantheir Genf{d'armes blame, 
For ferving them the fame. 
Sing bi ho Sir Arthur, 
No more in the boufe you foall prates 
For all you kept fuch a quarter, 
You are out of the Councellof State. 
Sing hi bo, de: 























Old Noll gave them once a purge 

( Forgetting Occidifi, ) 
( The Furies be his {courge ) 

So of the cure mift he. 
And yet che drug he well knew it, 
: For he gave itto Dr. Huit. 
Had he'given it them he had done it, 
| And they had not turn’d out his fon yet. 
Sing hi bo brave Dick, 

L. Hall and Lady Joan, 
Who did again& Loyalty kick 

Is now for a New-years-gift gone. 

Sing hiho, &c. 





For had old Noll beenalive, 
He had pull’d chem one by the ears. 


Or elfe had fired cheir Hive, 
i And 
































Part Il. Rump Songs. 


And kickt him down the ftairs; 
Becaufe they were fo bold, ~ 

To vex his righteous foul. 
When he fo deeply had fwore, 

That there they fhould never fit more. 
But bi ho Nol’s dead, 

And flunk long fince above ground, 
Though lapt infpices and lead, 

That cost ue many apound. 

Sing hi bo, @c. 


Indeed Brother Burgefs your Ling 
Did never ftink halffo bad; 
Nor did your Habber din, 
When ic no Peafe-ftraw had. 
Ye were both chofe together, 


’Caufe ye wore ftuff-cloaks in hard weather. 


And Cambridge needs would have 
A Burgels, Fool, and Knave. 
Sing hi bo j. Lowry, | 
Concerning Abberdine, 
No Member {pake before ye, 
Tet ye neer (poke again. 
Sing hi ho my bony, 
My heart fhall never rue, 
Here’s all pickt ware for your mony, 
And yet a bard penyworth too» 


Ned Prideaux he went poft 

To tell che Prote&tor the news, 
That Fleetwood mled the roft, 

Having tane off Dicks fhooces. - 
And that he did believe, 

Lambert would him deceive; 


Dd 3 







































30  RumpSongs, . Part Il. 


As he his brother:had gull’d,. 
And Cromwell Fairfax bull‘d. 
Sing biho the Attoruey 
Was ftill at your command, 
In flames together burn yey 
«Still dancing band in band. 
Sing bi bo, &c. 








Who's that that would hide his face ? 
And his neck from the coller pull 2 
He muft appear in his place, ° 
~ Ifhis Cap be made ot Wool. 
Who is it with a vengeance ? 
Ie isthe good Lord Saint Fobns ! 
Who made Gods'Houfe to fall, 
To build his own withall. 
Sing bi ho'who comes'there? 
Who'tis I muft not fay 5 
But by this dark-lanthorn | {wear 
He's as good in the night as day. 
Sing bi ho, thc. eee 





a Edge Brethren, room for one, 
Hu ts Thar looks as big as the beft; 
ia ‘Tis pitty to leave bim alone, 

ai For heis as good as the reft. 

Ne aa No Picklock.of the Laws, 
ian ~ He builds among the Daws. 

We i if you ha’ any more Kings to murder, 
Wea ~ Fora Prefideatlook no further. — 
ec Sitg bi bo J. Bradfhaw, | 
Hi yi ae Ec blood none further engages; 
| sae he Devil from whom he bad’s law, 





: Will foortly pay him kis wages. 


Sing bt bo, @c. 
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Next Peagoofe Wild come in, 
To thew your weezle face, 
And cell us Barleys fin, | 
Whofe blood bought you your place. 
When Loyalty was a crime, | 
He liv'd in a dangerous time, 
Was forc'd to pay his neck, 
To make you Baron of the Cheque: i 
Sing hi bo Jack Straw, i 
We'l put it inthe Margent, 
"Twas not for Fuftice or Law 
That you were made a Sergeant. 
Sing hi ho, exec. | 


Noll ferv’d not Satan fafter, 

Nor wich him did better accords 
For he was my good Mafter, : 

And the devil was his good Lord. Wt 
Both Slingsby, Gerrard,and Hewit, H | 

Were fure enough to goto it, | : 
According co his intent, 

That chofe me Prefideat. 
Sing bi bo Lord Lifle, 

Sure Law had got a wrench, 
And where was Fuftice the while, 

When you fate on the Bench ? 

Sing hi ho, &c. 


Next comes the good Lord Kedle, 
Of the triumvirate 
Ofthe eal , in Law but feeble, 
Though on the Bench he fate. 
Pcr when one puts him a cafe, 
J with him out of the place; | . 
Dd4 And 
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28 = =Rump Songs. Pare II 
And if it were nota fin, >) - 7 
Anabler Lawyer in. 
Sing give the feal about, 
Ide have it fothe rather , 
Becaufe we might get out, 
The Knave my Lord.my Father. 
Sing bi ho, ee. Fert 





Pull ‘one the other there, 
Ic 1s Nathaniel Fines, 
( Who Briftol loft for tear } 
Well not leave him behind’ss 
°Tis a Chip of that good old block, 
Who to Loyalty gave the firft knock. 
Then ftole away to Lundey, 
Whence the foul fiend fetches.him one day. 
Sing hi bo Canting Fines,» \” \ 
You and the reStto mend am, 
Would you were ferved in your kinds, 
With an enie refcidendum, 
Sing bi bo, ee. 


He chat comes now down fairs, 
Is Lord Chief Juftice Gin, 
If no man for himcares, 
“He cares as little again. 
The reaion too I know’, 
He help co cut Straffirds throat, 
And take away his lite, 
Though witha cleaner knife. 
Sing hi bo Britain bold, ~ 
_ Straight tothe bar you get, 
Where itis not fo cold. 
“As where your Fujtice fete 
Sing hr boy @c. | 






PartlY. Rump Songs. 


He that fhall next come in, 

Was long of the Council of State; 
Though hardly a hair on his chin, 

When firft in the Council hefate : 
He was fometime in Italy, 

And learned their fafhions prettily 
Then came back to’s own Nation 

To help up Reformation, 
Sing bi ho Harry Nevil, 

I prethee.be not too rah, 
With Atheifmto court the Devil, 

Your too bold tobe bis Bardafh. 

Sing bi ho, ec. 


He there with ingratitude blacke, 
Is one Corneliws Holland : 
Who but for the Kings honfe lackt, 
W herewith ro appeale his Colon. 
The cafe is well amended, 
“ince that time, as I chink, 
When at Court gate he tended, 
Wich a lictle ftick and a fhore link. 
Sing bi bo Cornelius, 
Your zeal cannot delude ws, 
The veafon pray now tell us, 
Why thus you plaid the Judas ? 
Sing hibo, &c. 


At firft he was a Grocer, 
Whonow we Major call: 
Although you would chink no fir, 
If you faw him in White-ball. 
Where he has great command, 
And Icoks for cap in hand; 
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34. RampSongs. Part IL. 


And if our eggs be not addle, 
Shall be of che next new Moddl e, 
Sing bikho Mr. Saloway, 
The Lord in Heaven doth know 
When that from Heaven youfoal away, 
Woere tothe Devil you go. 
Sing hi ho, 8c. 


Little Hill fince (et in the Houfe., 
fs to a Mountain grown = 
Nor that which brought forth the Moufe, 
But thoufands theyear of his own, 
The purchafe that I mean, 
Where elle bue at Taunton Dean ¢ 
Five thouand pound per annum, 
Avfum not known to his Granam. 
Sing bithe Good Old Caufe, 
"Tis old altbough not true, 
You have got more by that then the Laws, 
Soa Good Old Caufe to you. 
Sing hi ho, &c. 


Matter Cecil pray come behind, 
Bzcaufe on your own accord 
Tue other Houle you declind, 
You fhall be no longera Lord. 
The reafon asT gueffe 
You filently did confeffe, 
Such Lords deferved ill, 
The other Houfe to fill. 
Sing hibo Mr. Cecil, 
Tour honour now is gone, 
Such Lords aremot worth a whiftle, 
We m1: better Lords of our own. 
Sing bibo, &e. Luke 
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Luke Robinfon {hall go before ye, 
That {narling Northern tike, 
Be fure he'll not adore ye, 
For honour he dothnot like. ~ 
He cannot honour inherit, 
And ‘he knows he can never merit : 
And therefore he cannot bear it, 
That any one elfe fhould wear it: 
Sing hiboenviow lowny 
You're of the Beagles kind, 
Who alwayes barked at the Moon, 
Becaufe in the dark it fhin'd. 
«Sing hiho, &c. 


°Tis this that vengeance roufes, 
That while you make long prayers, 
You eat up widdows houfes, = | 
And drank the Orphans tears. 
Long time you kept a great noife, 
Of God and the Good Old Gaufe 
But if God to you be fo kind, 
Then | am of the Indians mind, 
Sing hi ho Sir Harry, 
We fee by:your denseanor, 
If longer here you tarry, 
You'll be Sir Harry Vane Senior. 
Sing bi bo, &c. 


Now, if your zeal do warm ye, 
Pray loud for fairer weather, 
Swear tb live and die with the Army, 
For thefe Birds are flown together. 
The Hon(e is turned out a door, 
(And I chinkit was no fin too) 

























































32 = Rump Songs. Pare If. 
If we take chem there any more, 

We'll chrow the Houfe out of the window. 
Bing hiheo Tom Scot, 

Tou lent the Devil your hand. : 
I wonder be helpt you ot, 


But fuffer’d youto be trapand. 
Sing hi bo, Sec, 





They’re once again conduced, 

And we freed from the evil 
To which we long were ufed; 

God blef us next-from the Devil ! 
if they had not been outed, 

The Army had been routed, 
And then this rotten Rump, 

Had fat untill che laft trump. 
Ext bibo Lambert’s here, 

The Proteors Inftrument bore : 
And many there-be that frear 

His Lady kad dane it before, 

Stag bi bo, &c. 


Come here then honeft Peters, 
Say Grace for the fecond:courfe : 
So long as thefe your betters 3 
Mutt patience have upon force. 
Long time ye kept a great noife, 
With God and the Good Old Canfe, 
But if God own fuch’as thefe, 
Then where’s the Devils fees. 
Sing bi bo Au 20, 
T hear thou art not dead, 
Where now to the Devil will fou £05 
Tour Patrons being fird. 
Sing 
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Sing hi bo my hony, 
My heart foal never rue : 

Four and twenty now for a penny, 
And into the bargain HUGH. 





A City Ballad. 


Tothe Tune of Down in a Bottoue. 


= | 
Ince the Realm loft its head 
All our trading is dead, 
| And our Money and Credit is flown 5 
We havecry’d many new, 
Bue find it coo true, : 
That no Head fics fo well as our own 


2, 

The Drum aad the Trump 
Devour’d ail to the Rump, 

And then they drank healths for thats 
_ But chat yielding no greafe, 
They nexe cameto fqueeze 

| The City becaufe it was fat. 


The City declar’d 
That they wereafeard, 
And they their AZilitia would fetele s 
But, excepc the Boyes, 
They made only a noyle, 
Their Votes were in dock out nettle. 
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38 Rump Songs. Partdl.’ 


ae 
The Mayor and his Peers. 
Durft not for their ears 
Afferc the Militia’s power : 
Though once he feem/d for 1t, 
He does now abhor it, 
And Revolted in \efle then an hour « 


5. 
’Tis that curfed w edge 
That took off his edge , 
For he looks likea jolly Clubber 
Ifhe had but che life 
And fpirie of his Wife, 
He would not lye ftill like a Lubber. 
6 


Our pair of new. Sheriffs 
Hang by chem like fleeves, 
Their valour will ne’re be heir fin 5 
So they be high and rich 
They do not care which 
Side loofe:, ifthey may but win. 


Pau 
That Earwigg that doth write 
Himfelf Lord and Kuighty 
(And is one as muchas the other) 
Doth fo ftill undermine, 
That he fpoyles our defign, 
By the help of old Beffe he Brother. 
He cares trot a pin, 
So ashe may get in, 
Who ere he keep out of his righty 
He'll turn and return, 
Bue be hang’d ere he'll burn, : 
For he dares neither fuffer nor fizbt.. 9. His 
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9. 
His Ambition him thruft 
Into a Pageant at firft, 
And up to che Pulpit next ; 
And then into the Chair 
___ Of our City Lord Mayor, 
Which he better improv’d chen his Text. 
10. | 
O there did he {queeze Ht 
Out the Fines and the Fees, | 
Nor the Church nor the Laity ‘{capes, a 
Had he ftaid another Year, | 
At which he did lear, tl 
He had preft us like Conaans Grapes. i 
Iti * i 
There’s jaf fuch another 1] | 
May well be call’d Brother, iW 
A Colonel ftour, and a Knight, | 
And an Alderman too, 
As now Aldermen go, 
Thac will neicher cake wrong nor do right. 
12: 
We ne’re yet did know 
That he durft meet a foe, 
And his pale colour fpeaks him afraid 
Yet in ftory we read | 
He did one valiant deed, 
Which was tohis Maffers Maid. 
13. 
Then co get an Effate, 
He found out a Mate, 
Which was an old Ufurers Daughter, 
supplanted the Son, 
4nd then hebegun ) 
Zo be Wealthy,and Worshipfell after. a4 There 
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14. 
There are more befides him 
Stands for the back Limb, 
Acrue of fuch Harlotry tools, 
That who’s not more blind 
Then Fortune, may find 
That he raifes fome befides Fools. 
| 15 
Some are wary graveSirs, 
In their Chains and their Furs; 
That dare not declare their opinion, 
If hang’d they were all; 
One tear would not fall 
Without the help ofan Onion: 
16. 
There’s one kin to a Miter, 
That’s no Presbytery 
But loyal and honeftand free, 
Had we took down the Mayor, 
And plae’d him in the Chair, 
Up fome body had gone and we. 
17. 
There’s another, a Wit, 
Was for all he could get, 
But now wheels aboue and is true 5 
He may winall our heares 
W ould he ufe his beft pares 
With our foes as he did with the Few. 
18. 
The reft of the Court 
Area mixt colourd fort, 
Rank Presbyter, rank Indepeudent, 
They do ftill fo-prevail 
For the Weftminiter cayle, 7 
‘Tis feard wefhallne’rehaveanendon'e, ‘but 
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! fas) | 


19. | 
But our Counfel of Commons ul 
Are valance old Romans, | 

And ftand for our peace and freedom, , a 
Ifthat Dog thar fells Leather, an 
And che e Salesman cogether | 

Would eicher be honelt or be dumb. i 

20, | 
But yee we cann’t fee | ih 
Any reafon why we } ll 

Should all be fo much at their mre ey | 
Ifwechains muftforbear,  ... - i 
Pray why fhould chey wear. . a 

A Militia about their necks ? is: a 

21 i 
Our Town Clerk we took, - 1 
Has a ferious look, 4 
And his filence did thew hima wit, | 
But we difcern him no more 
Tnan the Court heretofore 
Did chat filien Avaskwhich he writ. 
22 
Thelate Petticoat Squire 
From his fhop mounted higher: 

To the Sword, and from that he did fiart 
By kis mony ‘tbs grace 
Toa Remembrances place ° 

Now reports whenthe Rump lec a fart. 

2. 
Their Chaplain that praid 
Now recants what he faid, 
And walks by.a perfeter lighe : 
The caufe why he ftraid 
Was be wincked when he praid, 
Now-his eyes are open he’s righ. 
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24. 
What ere the Caufe be 
We clearly may fee, | 

No good thing propos’d for the City’s, 
But mens policy bends 
It co their private ends, 

That ’cis fpoyl’d by tie clofe Committee. 

25, 
And it needs muft be fo, 
For we all do well know 

’Tis for wealth men are put into office; 
And he that has fiore 
Domineers or’e the poor, : 

Whether Fool, Kunave, Elder, or Novice. 

26. 
We our Members have fent, 
But che quick Parliament 
Had firft fenc cheir Members we find, 
Yet no body knows, 
_ With which fide Monk will clofe 
Or will ftand for before, or behind. ABET LIA 
27. 
Hee’s a Souldierno doube 
Both skilfull and ftout 

But had need be more thana Stalian, 
If his love fhould extend 
To the hindermoft end, 

And ule us like Italian. 

Bai 28, 
A thoufand a year 
fhe could but tell where, 

They chought would have made him to mind 
Buc chey promife ftill, "em; 
As Diego made his will, 

Great 
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Great things, but none knows where to find ’em. 
29. 
In this prodigal trick 
They have out-done old Nick, 
For what he did give he did fhow. 
Their cicle’s che fame, 
And fo is their aime 
For ought any man doth know. 


30. 
Let it go as it will, 
Weare Citizens ftill, 
And free to this fide, or that 
We may prate, and may Vote, 
But whenitcomes tot, ~ 
We'l bé true to no body knows what. 
3 5 te 
Buc this we fee plain 
*Twas for honour and gain 
That weac the firftt did fall out, 
And werenot publick lands 
Got in private mens hands 
The times would foon turn about. 








Me's): 
And now we do find, 
Thefe Saincs in cheir kind, 

Thofe are mad that to aid them in fix:b; come, 
And he that will fighe | . 
To keep us all from our right 

Shall be chronicled for a Coxcomb. 



























































44 RumpSongs. Part Ii. 


The RUMP Docke. 


Ill ic be underftood 
| Bei is under Monck’s Hood, 
The City dare not fhew his horns : 
Till cen dayes be out, 
The Speaker’s fick of the Gout, 
And the Rump doth fit upon thorns. 


if Monck be curn’d Scot, 
The Rump goes to pot, 
And the Good Old Caufe will mA 
Like coals out ofembers, 
Revive the Old Members : 
Off goes the Rump, like Dickand Harry. 


Then In come the Lords, 
Who drew Parliament Swords, 
Wich Robes lined through with Ermin; 
But Peers wichout Kings © 
Are very ufelefs things, 
And their Lordfhips counted but Vermin. 


Now Morley and Fagg 
May be put ina bagg, 
And that doughty Man Sir Arthur, 
In defpair of his Foil, 
With Alderman Hoyle, 
Will become'a Knight of the Gart€r- 


That Knave in Grain 
Sir Harry Vane 
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His Cafe then moft mens is fadder; 
There is little hope 
He can feape the rope, 
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For the Ramp turned him o’re the Ladder. 


That precious Saint Scot 
Shall not be forgot, 
- According to his own defire$; 
Inftead of Neck-verfe 
Shall have it wrie on his Herfe, 
Here baugs one of the Kings Tryers. 


Thofe nine fons of Mars, 
That whipe the Rumps Arfe, 
| mean the Commanders Warelick; 
'fthe Rump {mell ftrong 
With hanging too long, 
Shall ferveto ftuff ic with Garlick. 


That parcel of man 
In Jengch but a fpan, 


Whole wifes Eggs alwaies areaddle 


Maft guic che Life-guard, 
As he did when f{car’d 
By Lambert out of the faddie, | 


Lambert may now turn Florift, 
Being come off the pooreft 
That ever did Man of the Sword : 
The Rump lec a Fart 
- Which cook away his heart, 
And made hima Squire ofa Lord. 


Ee3 
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His Chefhire glory 
Is a pitifull ftory, 
There che Saints triumpht without battle; 
Buc now Monck and his Friers 
Have driven him into the Briers, 
As he did Booth and his Cattle. 





For the reft of che Rump, 
Together in a Lump, 
’ Tis too late to cry, Peccavss 
Ye have finn’d all or moft - 
Againft the Holy Ghoft, 
And therefore the Devil muft have yé- 


But now valiant City, 
Whether muft thy Ditty 
Be {ung in Verle, or in Profe, 
For tillthe Ramp ftunk 
Por fear of Monck, 
Thy Militia durft not fhew its Nofe. 


Bafe Cowardsand Knaves, 
That firft made us Slaves, 
Very Rafcals from the beginning; 
Onely unto Moncks Sword 
Phe Nation muft afford 
The honour of bringing the King in, 
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‘Arfy Verfy , ot The Second Martyrdom 


of the RUMP. 


To the Tune of 
The Blind Beggar of Bednall-green. 


To 
Y Mufe, to prevent leftan after-clap come, 
| (the Bum, 
If che winde fhould once more turn about for 
As a preface ofhonour , and not asa frump, 
Firft with a Sirreverence tfhers the Rump, 


2. 
| fhall noe difpute whether Long-tails of Kent, 
Or Papift chis name of difgrace did invent; 
Whole Legend of lies, do defameus the more, 


Hach encail’d onus Rumpsne’re heard on before. 


Bit now on its Dadioved longer to think, 

(For chemore it is ftir’d che more it will {tink ) 
’Tis agreed the Rumps firft report inthe Jown 
Did arife from the wooden invention of Brown. 


Old Oliver’s nofe had Kom in {nuff, 

When it fate long ago, fome unfavoury puff; 

Then up went the Rump, and was ferke co the 
quick, 

But it fetled in {pight ofthe teeth of poor Dick. 


5° 
Then the Knight of the Peftle, King Lambert, 
and Vane, 
Beart With 
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‘Kump Songs. Part VI. 
With a Scepter of Iron did over it reign : 
Buc the Kump foon re-fetled , andco their dit 
grace, . 
Like Excrements voided them out of the place. 
6. 
Ie did now, likea Truant’s well-difciplin’d Bum, 
With therod of affliction harder become; 
Or elfe like the Image in Danielit was, (bras. 
Whole Head was of Gold, bute whofe Tay! was of 





oe 
Kc endured the firft:;heat,. and proved no ftarter, 
Buc fung in the midft of the flames like a Marcyr, 
And whisk'd the Tayl like a terrible Farter, 
And founded moft chearfully, Vive Sir Arthur. 
8 


But che next fireOrdeal put into a dump, 

Sir Orlando the furious chiefijoynt of the Rump, 
That he looked like rhe pi&ure of Richard the 
Or like an ejeted and froft- bitten T—~ (Third. 


9 | 
*Tis faid that his Duriadana he drew, 
And a Wight onthe Road moft manfully flew ? 
Bue, pardon'd by Charles , made good what they 

tell us; 
How ill ’cis to fave a thief from ithe Gallows. 

10, 

Being now tobe burn’d ,' he (oon did ‘expire, 


For fe was'bueaflafh, and woild quickly take 


So that theinfewebupon him'co {pend, Cire, 
Waat was ic bue Coals to Newcastle to fend ? 
PL, 


9 


Fo bring "em to th’ flake as in order they lye, 
Harry Murtya die next place’ mutt occupy; 
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’Twas expected in vainhe fhould blaze , for he 
fwore, 
That he had been burnt co the ftumps before. 
| 12, 
Tom Scot for the Bum moft ftifly did ftand , 
Though once bya Bum he was fpuly crapand; 


But time and his office of Secretary (ry 
Had Jearne him his Bufinefs more private to car- 
12. 


Some thought hearriv’d ac his dignity firk, 

By being {o well in iniquity verft, 

The myftery of which he hath pragtis’d of late 

fa his Fun&ion, which was , co be Baud to the 
Stace, 


14. 

Hob Morley in filence did fuffer che loffe 

Of his Rump, and wich patience took up che 

; Croffe, 

That ctofee him fo fing’d and fo fcorcht you 

would {wear 

No Camel more meekly his burden could bear. 
15. 

The Speaker was thought tothe Rumpto be true, 

Becaufelikea Pare at firft he burnt blew; 

Buc ftreight he was cunningly (een to retire,’ 

Foifiear co endanger the Rolls in the fire. 


14. 
Sc. John a mortal of flethand of blood ; 
Swore by Se. * Peter the example was good : 
So facing about and fhifting his ftation, 
He turn’d o’re a new leaf in Se. Fobus Revelations. 


*H° hath a great kindneffe for that Saint, not becaufe of his Keys, 
(whichhe knew he fhould never make ute of ) but inreference to Pe- 
terborough Miniter, the ftones of which builchis new hou 


17. Harry 
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re 
Harry Nevil that looks like a Mabomets pigeon, 
Accufed to be of a State-mans Religion, 
Ishete tohis choyce what proceffe >ee'll have, 
To be burnt for an ane or hang’d for a Knave. 
18. 
Now ftop thy Nofe reader, for Atkins doth come, 
That fhame to the Breeches as well as the Bum, 
To wifh he was burnt were an idle defice, 
For he comes provided to fhic out the fire. 
19. 
But leaft he wichout a Companion fhould be, 
Here’s Lif) chat comes next ftinks worfer then he; 
So fouly corrupt, you may plac’e in your Creed, 
Such a Rump could alone fuch a Fiff ula breed. 
: 20, | 
Poor Ludlow was boge’d in lréland of late, (Stare; 
And co purge himfelf came to the Rump ofthe 
Buc gravely cheycold him he had a&ed amis, 
Waen he foughe co betray the Rump with a kifs. 
20% 
N-d Harby was (ure an herb Fobu in the pot, 
Yet could he note {cape the difafterous lot: | 
Scarce Cliurch’d of che Gout was the trufty old 
Sqitire, 
Bue be hope from the Fryiag-pan into the fire. 
32 
Robia Andrews was \aid on laft as they cell us, 
Por alog cokeep dowa cae reft of his fellows 5 
Though he {pear oa the City, like one of the 
Royster s, 
Each morning his * two pence in Sack and in 


Oyfters, * Sone Aathors hold that it was but three half pencey 
ba: Poctry will no: admit broken number. 


23. Next 











Fite ic at nme wp RN Dyce em Re Ra NRA a Nm Ss He NN BG A 


pane 


4 23° (none; 
Next Praife-God, although of the Rump he was 
Was for his Petition burnt to the Bare-bone : 
So Praife-God & Rump, liketrue Fofephs together, 
Did fuffer 5 but Praife-God loft the more ¥ leather: 
| ods irrsti3 
There’s Lawfon another dag-lock of the tayle, 
That the water to avoid, tothe water did fayle ; 
And inGodly fimplicicy means (as they fay) 
To manage the Stern, though the Rump’s out of 
play. i 
| 25. } 
But Overton moft with wonder doth feize us, 
By fecuring of Hull for no leffe than Chrift Fefus , 
Hoping (as it by the ftory appears ) (years. 
To be there his Lietitenant for one thoufand 
26. 
Lord Mounfon 2? Ob Venus! what do you here? 
I little chought you were a Rumper | (wear: 
But an impotent Lord will thus far avail, 
He will ferve for a Cloak to cover the tail. 
27. 
To burnith his Star Mr. Salisburie?s come, 
With the Atmos of gold that fall from the Bum ; 
Sure twas but a Meteor, for ] muft tell ye, 
Ic {melt as *cwere turning to th’ Aldermans jelly. 
| 23. 
Brother Pembroke comes laft, and does not difdain 
Tho’ defpis'd by the world, to bear up the train: 
But after New-lights-fo long he did run, 
That they brought him to ¥ Bethlebem before they 
had done. 
* Courteous Reader, he is a Leather feller. 
* Not Bethlehem in Juda (for he is none of the Magi ) 


29. Thus 
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20, | | 
Thus the Foxes of Sampfon chat carried abrand - 
In their tails, ¢o deftroy and ¢o burn up the land ; 
In the flames they had kindled themfelves to 
expire, 
And cheDee’l give chem Brimftone unto their fire. 


52 Kump Songs. 





A Chriftmafs Song, when the RUMP 


was firft diffolved. 
To the Tune of J tell the Dic. 


AS Chriftmafs time, tis fie that we 

Should Feaft and Sing and merry be 
it is a time of mirth ; 

Fornever fince the world began, 

More joyfull news was brought to man, 
Thea at our Savivurs birth. 


But fuch have been thefe times of late, 
That Holy dayes are out of date, 
And holynefle to boot ; 
For they that. do defpife, and {corn...... 
To keep the day chat Chrift was born, 
Want hol#neffe no doubr. : 


That Parliament chat took away 
The obfervation of thae day, 
We know it wasnot free; 
For if it had, fuch A&s as thofe 
Had ne‘re’been feen,in ver(e or profe, 
You may conclude with me, 
3 Twas 
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*Twas chat Affembly did maintain 
’Twas Law to kill their Soveraign, 

Who by that Law muft dye, 
Though Gods anointed onesare fuch, 
Which Subjeéts fhould not-dare to touch, 

Much leffe co Crucifie. | 


Twas that whichturn’d our Bifhops oue 

Of houfe and home both branch and root, 
And gave no reafon why; | 

And all our Glergy did expell, © 

That would not do like that Rebel! : 
This no man can deny. 


Ie wasthat Parliament that took 
Out ofour Churches our Service Book , 
A Book without compare; 
And made Gods houfe, (to all our griefs) 
That houfe of Prayer, a Dew of Thiefs, 
Both‘here and every where. 


They Had no head for many years 

Nor heart ( I mean the Houfe of Peers ) 
And yet it did not.dyes 

OF thefe long fince ic-was bereft, 

And nothing but the Tayle was left, 
You know’t as well as I. 


Aad in this Zayle there was a tongue, 
Lenthall 1 mean, whofe fame hath wrung 
In Country. and in City’; 
Not for his worth or eloquence, 
cut fora Rebell to his Prince, 
And neither wilenor witty. 


This 





rasan 




























































54 Rump Songs. Part IT. 
This Speakers words muft heeds be winde, 
Since they proceeded from behind; 
Befides, you may remember, 
From thence no A& could be difcreet, 
Nor could the fenfe o’ch’ Houle be fweet, 
Where Atkins was a Member. 





This tale’s now done, the Speakers dumb, 
Thanks to the Trumpet and che Drum 3 
And now J hope to fee . 
A Parliament that will reftore Y 
All things thac were undone before, 
That we may Chriftians be. 
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Bum-Fodder : ot, Wafte-P aper, proper 
to wipe the Nations RUMP 
with, or your Own. 


Br Quarter in che North is grown fo fcarce, 
That Lambert with all his men of Mars, 


Have fubmitted to kifs the Parliaments Arfe, 
Which no body can deny. 


If this fhould prove true (a3 we do fuppofe ) 
Tis fiuch a wipe asthe RU MP and all’s Foes 


Could never give to Old Olévers Nofe, : 
| Wich no bodycan deny. 


There's 
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There’s a Proverb come to my mind not unfit, 
When the Head fhall fee the RV MP all be-thic, 
Sure this muft prove a moft lucky bit, 

Which, &e. 


There is another proverb whichevery Noddy, 
Will jeer the RU MP with, and cry Hoddy-doddy 


‘Here's a Parliament all 4rfe and no'Body, 


Which, &e. 


Tisa likely matter the World will mend 
When fo much blood and Treafure we (pend, 
Aad yet begin at the wrong end, 

VV bich, &c. 


We have been round, and round about ewirl’d 
And through much fad confufion hurl'd, 
And now we are got into the Arfe of the World, 

| Which, &e. 


Bue ’tis not all this our courage will quail, (fail, 
Ox make the brave Sea-men tothe R'U MP firike 
If we can have no bead we will have no tail, 7 
| Which, &c- 


Then let a Free Parliament be curn’d trump, 
fad ne’re think any longer the Nation to mump 


_ With your pocky, perjur’d, damn’dold RU MP, 


Which, &c. 


But what doth Rebell R UV MP make here, 
When their proper place(as W-- P--- doth wear) 


Which, &c. 
Then 
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Thea thither let us fend them a tilt, me 

For if they flay longer, they will us beguile 

With a Government that is loofe zthe hilt, 
Which, ee. 





You’l find it fet down in the Harrington’s Moddle 

Whofe Brains a Commonwealth doth fo coddle, 

That ’c hasmade a Rotation. in his Noddle, 
Which, &, 

‘Tis a pittifull pafle you men of the Sword 

Have brought your felyes to, thatthe Rum.’s 

And Arfie Verfie muft be the word, (your Lord, 
Which, &c. 


Our Powder and Shot you.did freely {pend, 
That the Head you might from:che Body rend, 


And now you are at Wars with the But-end, . 
Which, @ce 


Old Martin and Scot have all {uch an itch, 

That they will wich the Rump try t’other twitch, 

And Lenthel.can greafe a fat Sow in the Britch, 
Which, &c. 


That’s a thing would’ pleafe the:Butchers> and’ 
Cooks, : 
To fee this ftinking Rump quite off the hooks, 
And Jackdaw go to pot with the Rooks, 
Which, ec. 


This froward Sir Fobn (who. the Rump, did 
ne’re fail ) sfteyd | 
Againft Charles Stuart ina Speech did rail, 
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Buc men fay it was without bead or tayl , ! 
Which, &c, 


Juft fich is che Government we live under, 

Ofa Parliament chrice cut in funders: - 

And this hath made us the Worlds wonder, 
Which, &c, 


Old Nol! when we talke of Magna Charta, 
Did prophefie well we fhould all {mare-a; 


And now we have found his Rump’s Magna Fart-a, 
Which, &e. 


But | cannot think Monck (though a Souldier 
and Sloven ) | 
To be kin to the Fiend whofe feet are cloven, 
Nor will creepi' th’ RumpsArfe to bake in their Over, 
| Which, &¢, 


Then fince he is coming, e’né let him come 
From the North tothe South , with Sword and 
Drum, 


To beat up the Quarters of thislewd Bum, 
Which, &¢, 


And now of this Rump Vie fay no more, 
Nor had J begun, bue tipon this (core, 
There was fomething Febind , which was not de- 
| fore.  Weich, Oes 


4 
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A Vindication ofthe RUMP : ox The 
RUMP Recadvanced. 


To the Tune of Up tails all. 


Part IT, 











Ull many a Ballad hath been Penn’d, 
FE And fcoffing Poem writ 
Againft the R UMP; ‘bue Tintend 
To {peak in Praife of it. 
Come ove and Apollo, come Venm and Mars, 
And lend your afliftance : to {peak of the A ——. 
Will require a prodigious wit, . 


There’s {carce a Lady to be found 
That loves either Pear or Plum 
One half fo well, if fhe be found, 
As tabering at,her B : 
It may be, you’l fay, 'm wide of the Cafe, 
Since that Mufick’s made in a diftant place : 
Jan(wev the bredth of your Thumb. | 








When Alderman Atkins did bemar 
His Hofe through a Panick fear, 
And Captain Rea that manof War, 
Oh! what a Hogo was there? 
If you ask me, what praife isinthis? ata word, 
The Captain fo fenced himfelf by a T—— 
That his Enemies could noe come near. 























Wien There is not a Law yer in Country or Town, 
We Whote Rhetorick doth prevail, ( Gown, 
Whi: Although he hath purchas’d Fee fimple by th’ 
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But loves to be dealing in Tail 5 

| And | may well {wear by Apollo or Mars, 

_ ‘That at a Place called , the Oven’s Arfe, | 
_Oft times Ihave drunk good Ale. ul 


And when you are dallying with a young Maid, _ 
Would you not her Buctocks bechump ? : 
And Ihave been often well apaid 
With a Goofe both fat and. plump.: | 
The Body being eaten, we ftrive for the Tayl, Hl 
Each man with hisKan’kn of nappy brown Ale, 
Doth box it aboutfor che KY MP. 


The RU MP of aConey Loften have feen 
Moft piceoufly claw’d. by a Ferret, ; 
And a Capons Rump is a bit for a Queen, | 
Although the’s a Perfon of merit. ( day, 
In preaching and praying who {pends the whole at 
Ac night keeps a Rump wherewithall for to play, Ad 
Be he never fo full of the {piric. - i 





| Iwonder.who firft call’d the Parliament RUMP, 
| ~*~ Some fay, that it was Fack Hobby, 
| And (ome, fiery P good wits will jumps; 
Now | write not chis to bob ye, 
But only cotell ye chat good Mr. P——~ 
Forall chat he’s cropt, yeche could not get in, 
But was fain to remain.in the Lobby. 





The other day I was going in hatte, 
(To think-on’c it grieves my heare) 
| Ifaw a poor Fellow all nak’d to the wafte, 
| And whipt acthe Arfe ofa Cart : 
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His Rump.(cistrue ) fuffer’d the Roue. Buc] 
«would 

Fain know. who it was, chat durft be fe hold, 

As co call Mr. Speaker Sir F 


de might as well have ftiled him: Azz, 
Since he was the mouth of the RUMP. 
As eunninga Fox as Romes Sejanus : 
Buc I do not love for to frump; 
Orelfe I could tell ye, my Friends, to an Ace, 
What good canacrew tothe Land by a Mace, 
As long as the Knave’sthe great’ft Trump, 


Our zealous fticklers for Reformation 


Will edifieon che Rump of a Sifter, ‘ 
And ie will never grow out of fafhion 
To Phyfick che Tay] wich a Glifter. (ter 


But bewarethae Monk doth not come with a bit- 
Purge co che Rump which will make her befhic 
For fhe hath already bepift her. ( her, 


oo ae es $$$ e es 


The RUMP roughly but righteoufly bande 
ded: “Ina New Ballad. 


Tothe Tune of Cook Laurel. 





I. 
3 ‘Ore Sacks to the Mill, here comesa frefh 
Wit, 

That means without Mittens (as you fhall fee) 
To handie a RUMP that’s ail to befhic, 


Sirreyerence of the Company. a. And 
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: 


And let other finners that love a whole skin, 
Keep ont of my reach for fear of a Stones; 
For I'm like the Hang-man, who ( when's hana 
was in ) 
Said he had as good trufS up forty as one. 








3e | 
Firft le cell you whence this Rump-regnant 
came, 
When England to Fa&tion and Schifm was bent, 
By means of long peace to fettle rhe fame, 
Our noble King fummon’d a Parliament. 

A Parliament which may make old men grieve, 
And Children that ne’re fhail be born com- 
plain; ; 

I mean fuch as dy'd before they dic live, 

Like Harrington’s Rotaor th’ Engin of Vane. 


This Parliament, like wilde skitifh Tit, 
Unman’d and unback’d, and unapt to obey, 

Would lec neither Prince, Peer, nor Prelate fic, 
Yet flammel’d nos’d OLIVE RK (melt outa 





way. 
6. 
With Piftol and Mn{quet he brought the Beaft i 
under, tt 


And aw’d it fo much, and (0 far did prevail, 
That tamely hedockt it, and ( to all mens won- 
der ) 3 
He caft off the Colt and fadled the Tay! : 


7 
Whieh fhortly beganto kick at’s Command, 
And reftive it g rew, and lefe its true pacing, 
Bes Which 
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Which made him refolve on his ownLeggs to 





ftand, 
And turnthe R UMP out of the ftablea gra- 
fing. 
g. 
The Red-coats, with breath like my Lady’s 
Bumblaft, 
This Parliament-fauff blew ¢wice out and in; | 
But North and Weft-winds will fo out itat laf, _ | 








i | That noughe but Hell fire fhall light ic agen, 


| 9. 
| Though now they tempt Monk with a 10CO, per 
ni } annum, 
if In hopes chat to worfhip, his face hee'l fall 
Ht flat on; 
al Yet he’s wife enough to refift and difdain ’em, 
vale | — And ery, Get bebind me, thor Bob-tasl of Satan. 
10. 
Right pat with Se. George’s this Story will jump, 
Poor England's the Damfel appointed for flaugh- 
ter, 
And Monk the St, George tokill Dragon RUMP, 
And fafely reftore tothe King his! fair Daugh- 

















cer. 
LU 
The Rump thus in groffe no more fhall be plaid 
on, 


Bue now | will whee my Pen ( if icpleafe ye ) 
To joynt it,& thew what foul parts it is made on, 
God grant chat our Stcomachs prove not over- 
a queafie. 
aa 12. 
IN: re’s Leathal once Mouth to the Parliaments 
1 | oa: pt min dy 
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Though he at: length aéted the Fundament’s 





Part , | 
Whofe Speech was not breaking of Silence but 
Winde, 
And’s giving the Thanks of the Houfe, but a 
Fart. 
. 136 

| Bute many I find this Opinion are firm in, 
| That he has no real diftemper at all, 
| But feigns ic; and like a Prophetical Vermin, 
Runs from an old Houfe that is ready to fall. 


: 14. 
| {£ Ludlow the fate of Grace he had been in, 
And kept himfelf fafe fro’ th’ Committee of 
“tia Sarees 
For’s Fathers fake, Deputy Fart he had been, 
Inflead of the Froft, they call Say the crafty. 


15. | 
Next comes the Rump’s Gad-fly, the Febu-like 
driver, , 
King-abjuring ARTHUR; Sir, you (if | ken 
oy * . 

O’ ch’ Bifhop’s Uriab-like fall were Contriver, 

To get the fair Berfheba of their Revenue. 
ro. 

But ’ewas a more carnal concupifcence, 

| That at Briftsl-Vicaridge fet you a neighing, 

) Which you enjoy’d and occupyd in the fence 

| Which puts pretty Maids co pifhing and fying. 





i: 
Nay you like the Trojan-Adulterer fwore,( Pury, 
To thofe that once faved you from the King’s 
That rather than Helen of Durefm reftore, 
Their Troynovant ia its ownafhes you'd bury. 
£4 : 18. Buc 











































48. ) 





But I dare no farther his paflion provoke- 
For fear of a prejudice which ic may dome 
For with his own Choller fhould hechance to 
choke, | , 
The Hang-man in AGion of Trefpaffe might 
fue me. 
198 
Then have at Sir Harry che tnt’reft Refiner, 
Who's not of the Church, but Society of J E- 
And can make Divinicy’s Self-Diviner, (SUS, 
And model new Heavens, and new Earths to 
pleafe us. 
20. 
Twas he that inje&ted the {ublimd matter 
To late Lady Lambert, and fheto th’ Squire, 
Which made him Prote@or, and Parliament-ha- 
And to be Fift Monarch devoutly afpire, (ter, 


21. 
Like Grub from Sheeps tails, fince the Rump doth 
him throw, | 
He'll creep to fome plackeg of San&ification, - 
And come forth a Fiefh-flye next Summer, and. 
blow 
New Maggots in’s Church, of more whimfical 
fafhion. 
22, 
Methinks ‘in his eyes the waters do gather, 
As if the Lord Straffords Death troubled his 
fight ; 
Perhaps he repents and means ( like his Father ) 
Ev’n in his own Garter to do his Ghoft right. 
ie acest 
There goes the twice treacherous Banquerout 
Saloway Fiom 














} 
Feel AP / neem apppecneccescsst. Byers ey a RSE ord an ate a ee LN ene NRA ucminedn, 


BS NBA TIS REI ECE SEI DEES SE UGS SII TE LET RS LEE rapes Sasa 


IT) x 
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|. From Weftminfter Wolves, to Tow’r Liens bound, 
Caurfe he from one Treafon to another did fall 
‘away 
And will fall again,but not quite:to the ground. 


# 





| The next is a Politick Pen-man that got-land 
By’s Knavery more then.his Birth, and ’cis-his- 
| hope 
| Thac Lambeth {hallever and ever be Scot-land, 
And feat of an Arch-one, but not ofa Bilhop. 
25> 
Here’s Nevil’(who to be made in Scot’s ftead 
A State-Secretary) did praSifea New art, 
Toth’ Office, (by Letters unto the Houfe read ) 
He courted himfelf in the name of Charles 
Stuart. 
: 26. 
Now fee with a P O X, where Martin comes on, 
The (eed of corruptand finfull Loyns, 
Whoa worthy had been, ifas near Solomon 
In Wifdome, as number of Concubines. 
"277. 
If in utter darkneffe there fhould bea failing 
Of Horror, the Rump may furnifh it with 
Squire Fleetwood to help out the weeping and 
wailing, 
And Sit Wiliam Brereton for gnafhing of teeth. 





28. 
Now AMildmay, and Whitlock, and. Lifle \mighe 
call in 
And Mafler Lord Salisbury (from Noble houfe 
Who feems not defcended, fo much as down faln) 
And others, which well may ferve a frefh Mufe. 


29. And 
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29. 
And now the Rump’sfet in the Sale, and Mouck 
Hath offer’d full fairly his own for to make it, 
But finding himfelf by the Devil out-drunk, 
Hehoneftly cryes, Nay then let bim take it, 
20, 
But for’em when hence they go, (fuch were their 
follies ) 
Above nor beneath, there no quiet place is, 
King Charles in Heaven, in Hell Tyrant NO L is, « 
Who (as mee us’d Fleetwood) will {pit in their 
aces, 


I. 

Now mark what (weet Morfells Hell fwallowed 
of Jate, 

There’s Cromwell, and Prideaus,, and Br ad{hay, 

and theres 
He that made Old Nick ( when he enter’d his 
Gate ) 

Cry 5 Ob my Son Pride , are you there with your 

Bears 2 


32. | 
And now I no longer will rake inthis fink, 
But fhortly the RUMP is for Tyburn, and then 
Ve tell you more of it; but you ( as I think ) 
Do now ftop your Nofes, and Pleftop my Pen. 





Lhe She-(itizens Delight. 
Tothe Tune of Cuckolds all a Rew: 








. 7 Ou Cow-hearted Citizens 
What is your damn’d pretence, 
To keep your {elves within yonr beds 






Ag j 








Part 2 gives % ho 
|. And not fight for your Prince; 
Whole Majetty fhould you behold, 

_ Your fhame will breed your woe, 
And then like fools you will cry out 
Cuckolds all a row. 





There’ s fome of you whofe Bithops Lands 


Do fo much clog their heels, 


‘That now they cannot ftir, whereas 


Elfe would they run on wheels : 
Buc yet I hopea time will come 
~ When you fhall be made know, 
| And cold unto their faces thac 
Your Cuckolds all a vow. 


But yet for one moft reverent A& 
You are to be commended, 

That through your Rams-Head zeal you have 
Your Brocher Rump Befriended, 

To feat chem in the Parliament Houfe, 
Their wifdomes forth to fhow, 


| Bue they and you are all alike 


Cuckolds all arow. 


‘Buc [ advife you fet this RU MP 
In fale for fear of ftinking, 

Twill fall unco the Devils fhare, 
Becaufe ‘cis his by drinking; 

In {pight of all cheir A&s and Laws 
Hee’l car’ them down below, 

Then Hell and City all alike 

Cuckolds all a row. 




















































































68 Rump Songs. Part Il, 
Alas poor Lambert is undone, 

And now he may go Preach, 
Since "cis the Exglifh Al-a-mode 

For every Rogue to Teach; 
He'le nofe it bravely ina Tub, 

And let his 8rethren know 
That they are Damn’d unleffe they dip 

Cuckolds all a rom. 


Bue where's your mighty Fleetwood now, 
His honor’s worn toch’ ftump, 
Hele ferve Ambaffador to hell 
To make room for the Rump, 
And thus King-killers one by one 
Shall to the Devil goe 
Upon the City Affes pack 
Cuckolds all arow. 


And now Cow-hea:ts look to your fhops, 
The Red-coats will you frighe, 

And plunder you becaufe they know 
Your hornes hang 1n your lights 

Not matter, for you have been the caule 
Ofall the ’ Kingdoms woe, 

And do deferve fill to be call’d 

Cuckolds atiarow. 


But ifthat you would honeft grow,. 
And doa glorious thing, 
Which is co roufé and take your Armes, 
And fighe for Charles our King; 
Which A& your Credits willregain, 
And ajl che World thall know 
That you fhall then no more be call*d 
Cuc koldsall a arvoR, The 

















| Soo, el 


The RUMP Carbonado'd : or A New 
BALLAD: 


To the Tune of the Black-fmith. 


End me your ears, not cropt, and I'le fing 

| Ofan hideous Monfter, or Parliament thing, 
| That Cicy and Country doth wofully wring, 
VVbich uo body.can deny, 


Take care that no SeGary be in this place, . 
For if you offend the leaft Babe of Grace, 
The Rump will beready co fly in your face, 
VV bich, &c. 


They fram’d a Remonjtrance, to fet all on fire, 

| Which cook with the People, as they did defire, 
| And fore’d them ca Covenant that they would 
| con{pire, VV hich, & ce 


No fooner exalted was Egexhishorn, _€icorn, 
But God’s law, and man’s too the Cuckold did 
- Toruine our Country this Rebel was born, 

: Which, e&c. 


Take Warrick along , ifecompany you lack, 
~ No Admiral like an old Puritan Jack, 
A verier Knave you cann’e find in the Pack, 


Which, &c. 


Thefe armd wich Commiflions by Sea and by 


Land, 


i ee) 
93.4 
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Did fend forth their forces the King to with- 



















ftand, | 
Hi Till of allthat was good they had foon made an 
an hand, Which, oc. 





In glory and wealth, we once fo abounded, 
And were in Religion fo thoroughly grounded, 
i That none could have fhacter’d us chus but the 
a Roundhead, Which,oc. 





{i Which pluck’d downthe King, the Church and 

ot the Laws, 

| To fet upanIdol, chen Nickenam’d the Cau/e, 

Like Br! and Dragoz to gorge their own Maws, 
Which, &e. 























We They banifht all Royallifts one of che Line, 

| And {carce would endure to hear any Divine, 

That would noe for company cogge, lye, and 
whine, st Which, ec, 


So frantickly zealous they were at that feafon, 
‘That che five rottea Members impeacht of High 
Treafon, 
They guarded againft all Right,Law and Rea(on, 
| Which, &c. 











Will foo] was counted the worft of the twain, 

Zill Zom foo! Lord F——~the Caafeto maintain, 

His Honor and Confcience did fearfully ftain, 
Which, &c. 


Sir Welliam at Run-away-downs had a bout, 
Which him and his Lobfters did totally rout, 


Anil 
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And his Lady the Conqueror could not help him 
| cut, Which, &c, 


_ Though General B—— do now fawn and be~ 
| : feech, 

| The Cavaliers found him a blood-fucking Leech, 
- He would feema Convert , but he ftinks of the 
Breech, W bich, Cc. 


All will confeffe that Saint Olzver Grommell 

| Had Jearn’d in his Reign the three Nations to 
cumwell, 7 
| Alchough it be true that hedid lovea Busm-well, 
W hich, @&c. 


| But young Dickand Harry, not his Heirs bue his 
| Brats : 
| As ifthey had leffe wit and grace than Gib-Cats, 


| Slunk from their Commands like a pair of 
drown’d Rats, Which, &c. 


The found of a Rump nere heard of before, 

In their addle pates did fo whiftle and roar, 

That ftreighc they betook themfelves to the back 
door, Which, &c. 


When Haflerig of che Rump brought up the rear, 
| The Army wasin fuch a bedily fear, 
That no one commander durft ever appear, 
Which, &c, 


Down goes the Publick , when Knaves ufurp 
Power, 

| The Rump by one Ordinance can more men de- 

, your, Than 
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Than allithe great Guns {hot from the Tower, 
Which, &c. 





Pennington long Gnce was broken to fitters, 
Yet fits with che Rump of Seéts co Pig-litters; 


And fuch as come near him, heall to be(quitters, 
Which, OTC. 


If Alderman Atkzns you keep not in minde, 
Heel take it fo ill, chat hee’! fly out behinde, 


And make you remember with every winde, . 
Which, ec. 


Titchborn could preach, pray and prate by the 
Spirit, 
And Ireton little better, who rang likea Ferrets 


And Tybura thinks long to give them their merits 
Which, CP Ce 


Lord Gourney was rights whom the City betraid; 

Now the City would be right, were the Maior 
not a Jade : 

Till (uch as hebe made examples, nere look for 

better Trade, Which, &c: 


Ne’re did any Nation fo court their own good, 


As wehaveall offers of mercy withftood, 
God’s judgement on our rapine,.and fhedding of 
blood, Which, Oc 


All wile men and good,’ fay it isa mifchievous 
A Kingdome to turn toa Popular States (fate, 


Yet wee i takeno warning untill it be too late ; 
Which, @c. 
A 
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| Adefperate crew of felf-feeking Elves, 

_ Do wilfully force us on quicklands and fhelves; 
This we fee, yet we feek not to fafeguard our 
| felves, Which, &c. 


| For when the poor Cits are plunder’d by force, 

| Their grievances find as little remorfe 

| Vch* man-beaft, che Maior as in his great horfe, 
Which, &e, 


The Rump yet fits brooding upon their clofe fool 
| Jn labour to bring forth a Knave or a Fool; 
| Begotten by a new Legiflative Tool, 


Which, &c. 


| Sir Henry Vane Prince of the laff modell’d rouc, 


| Was known asa Traytor, both cunning and ftout, - 


|’ Yee for being too rampant the Rump fhit him our, 
Which, ec, 


James Harrington Knight or Knave, choofe you 
whether, 7 
For in the Rump {till Knight and Knave go toge- 
ther, . 
The times cannoe mend till hee’s syed to his te 
: ther, Which, &c, 


| Harry Martin and Scot with fome thirty eight 
more 

Are refolved on the queftion to keep us all poor, 

Whileft they have the power co Plunder and 

Whore, Which, &c. 


Who can gainefay that it was aftrong fare, 
Gg Which 
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24. 


Which blew cthe-Lord Disborough back to his 
Cart, 
And taught filly Fleetwood of crying the Art, 
Which, Cc. 


*Tis picy chat Hewfon the Lord fhould have died 
For piercing his Brother, tie Cobler’s Hide, 
Since the word of Command came from his blind 

fide, Which,é&c. 


Luke Robinfon wants both his Briftles and Aule 
To ftitch up his lame Legge, and help him to 
! craule, 
Who down-right 
Baal, 


hath halted betwixt God and 
Which, &. 


The Prentices once put the Troupers to flight, 
And the Red-coats for fear then were ready to 


{hite, 
When Lambert che Acheift marche Northward to 
fight, Which, &. 


The Greeks that fack Troy from the Belly did 
come 
Of Epriis his Horfe ; but with Musket and Drum 
The Waramong us is carried on by the Bum, 
VV hich, &c. 


Jack Presbytery ftruts up and down ina jump, 

Curtail’d on purpote for fear leaft the Rump 

Should fic en his skirts aad give him athump, 
Which, @c. 


Inftead of an Ufe of divine Confolation, 
The 


Rump Songs. Part IT, 






























































_ The Hypocrite publifht'a late Exhortation, 
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To trapan this poor City,and beggar che Nation, 
Which, &c. 


For whac is call’d Chriftian, it isno great matter, 
So they may bie gather, they cate not whe 


7 {caceer; | 
They ¢annot be gifted unlefs they do flatter, 
Which, &¢. 
Since Charles was beheaded we have backward 
gone nog 
And now are brought ev'n to the bare Rumps 
bone,: -“s 
Which {peaks in no other bute Atkias his tone, 


Which, @ cs 


’Tis hard to fay, how much thefe Arfe-wormes 
do urge us, . 


We now need no Quack but thefe Facks for to 


purgeus, 
For refitting our Head the Tayle now doth 
{courge us, Which, &c. 


Lenthal now Lords it though the Rabble him 
mock, 


“‘Incalling him Speaker, and Speaker to the Dock, 


For an hundced pound more hee’l kifs their very 
| Nock, Which, ec, 


And now if we crave but a Parliament Free, 
Weare fre tofee! Plunder, or Prifon to fee; 
They’! gore us, and bore us, & flaves we mutt be, 
Which, CP C4 
Ge2 We 
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We are fenfible now, that there is no one thing, 

Can full fatisfa&ion to all Incereft bring, 

Till in {pite of all Traytors, we fetch in che King, 
Which, &c- 


Monk like the Oracle playes faft and loofe; 

We know not yet,whether hee’s a Fox or aGoofe, 

He had need loek abouthim , for his neck’s ina 
noofe, | Which, &c. 


Then to conclude this innocent Song, 
Leaft che Rump fhould infe& you, which fmelleth 


fo ftrong: 
Old Old Nick blefsthem all, “and take them e’re 


long, ‘Which no body can deny. 





A Pfalm fung by the People before the 
Bone-fires , made tn and about the 
City of London, Febr: 1. 


Tothe Tune of Up tails all. 


‘Ome let’s take the Ramp 
And wath icat che Pump, 
For tis now ina fhitcen Cafe: 
Nay if ic hang an Arfe, 
Wee’l pluck ic down-che flares, 
. And roft ic at Hell for ies greafe. 


~ 


| Part'Il. Ramp Songs. 


| Let the Devil be the Cook, 
_ And the roaft overlook, 
__ And lick his own fingers apace; 
_ For chat may be born, 
| Cifhe cake it not in {corn 
To lick fuch a privy place. ) 


| Though we are bereft 
| Of our Armes, Spits are left, 
_ Whereon the Rump we will roaft; 
Wee’l prick ic inthe Tay}, 
And baftie with a Fiayl, 
Till ic ftink like aCole-burnt Toaft. 


It hath lain long in brine, 
Made by che Peoples eyne, 
| So’tis falt chrough unfavoury meat; 
| Wee'ldraw it round about 
| Wich Welfh Parfley, and no doube 
Ic will choak P/uto’s great Dog to eat. 


| We will not be mockt, 
This Ramp hach been docke, 
And if our skill doch not fails 
| To fear itis good , 
Or elfe all the blood : 
| * In che Body, willleak out at the Tail. 


Then down in your Ire, 
| With this Rump to che fire, 
Get Harrington’s Rota to turn it; 
IfPaperbelackt, - . 
The Affefsment A& . 
You may ftick upon’c left ye burn it 
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88 Rump Songs. Part hl. 
But fee there my Mafters | 
Te rifes in biifters, 
And }ooks very big on the matter; 
Like a roatting Pigs ear; 
Ic fings, do ye hear ? 
Tis enough, come quickly the Platter, 





Lay Trenchers and Cloth, 


And away bring the roth, 


Did the Devil o’ th’ Fag-end make none; 


- But hold, by your Jeaye 


Napkins we mufthave | . 
To wipe our mouths when we haye done, 


Come Ladies pray where ? 
Will you none of our Chear? 

Are yeoffuch a fqueamifh nature? 
Pray what is che reafon? : 
Are Rumps out of feafon? 

Buc’cis anabufe coche Creature. 


Come wee’ fall on, 
Pray cut me a Bone, 

The Meat may be healehfull and found; 
Fogh ! come let us bury’t, : 
To ch’ hole we muft-carry’t, 

This Rump icftinks above ground. 


This Fire weel file 
The Funeral pile, 
‘The Grave fhall be nnder the GalloWs3 


‘The Vane fhall be ch’? Scal] 


Offome Trayterous Fool, 
~ And the Epicaph fhall'be as follows; 


a) d 
LAAT 
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‘| 





Underneath the Stones 
A Rump-Corporate's bones, 
Are laid full low in a fink 
And we do implore ye 
Let them ref, for the more ye 
Do Stir them, the more they will Siink, 


A Difplay of the Headpiece and Codpiece 
Valour , of the moft Renowned Collonel Ro- 
bert Jermy , /ate of Bafield in the County of 
Norfolk, Efq; with his Sow Captain Toll 
by his fide, now on their way for New-Eng- 
land. Or, the lively de(cription of a deaa- 
hearted fellow. 


Tothe Tune of a Turd, or the Black-fnnth. 


Id youne’re hear of che Baby of Mars, 
That charg’d Fox’s wife with a Tars, 
For his valour fies all in his Arfe, 
~ Which needs muft be very ftrong. 


A fanétify’d Colcnel in beaten Buff, 
With a Scarlet Jump that’s ( 1 ) Cudgel-proof; 
And his Son(2}Crowland Coward of the felf-fame 
, ftu ff, 

Who got the Wench bigg with young. Proba- 


tum eft. 


(1) Cudgeli'd by Mr, Atmiger at Wells in Norfo'k , Movtmb- 
4. 1654: £ 

(2) Ran away fix miles at Crowland Siege , and rere lookt bes 
hind him, 


Gg4 He’s 
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He’s a Journey-man Soldier tothe States Army, 
And ‘tis in his terms, When you fight you mutt 

fpareme: 
So runsthe Commiffion of Colonel jermy, 
ui If 1 be informed true. 

















dl Upon a Mock-Larm he’s fure in the Van, 
1 Where he takes none , and does nomorehurt 
than he can. 
He’s a pittifull Souldier, though a cruel man, 
Let’s give the Devil his due, 


iH To facrifice to his fears and his pride, 
| He caus’da (1 ) Church-Champion be mur- ° 














ae der’d and ery’d 


















i By the Judge ofhis name , and the Rope on his 
a fide; 
| "Tis Pity chey ever were parted. 


al Yet you cannot but fay ’cwas very well meanc, 
il When he went to the Houfe of Parliament, 
a In love to his Country before he was fent, 
a Ina Coach, when he might have been Carted. 


Be | You muft alwayes take the good-will for the 












deed, 
Though at(2)Rifen he had not the luck to {peed; 
Yet fome other place may have very great need, 
» Heche Devil releafe but his hire. , 


(:) He caufed Parfon Cooper to be hang’d by Fudge lermy; for 
_ fear be fbould beat him. | 


(2) He corrupted ‘twenty free Burgherr at Rifen, to give their 
© Votes for him in the laft Ele&ion for Parliament, 


So 


Ld 
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So dear was his love thathé (1) purehas’d.a 
throng 
Of Sea-men, in Lice and Lungs very ftrong. 
Sure he will be fome body ere it be long, 
Ifhe be nor laid in che mire, 


How the Sailers did hollow and throw up their 
Hats, 
And the mea with wide mouths that us’d to cry 
Sprats; . 
But the brave Spark of 4runde] made them look 
like drownd Rats, 
When he( 2 ) humbled Tom Toll for his fin. 


That high-born Hero had cudgell’d their 
Swords, 

Had they not almoft expir’d at his words; 

But the whole defign was not worth two half 
Turds, 


Though you throw the ( 3) three Juttices in. 








In his laft good fervice he (4) took che City, 
By an Order from the miftaken Committee, 
Where he {cap’d a {Cowring , the more was the 
pitty; | | 
For ’cwas foul when you’ve {aid what you can. 





He march’d into the Gates with an hundred 
O brave! he ne’re did the like before; (more, 
For he us’d to fheak inat the(5 ) back dore, 


(1) He hired 100. men to come with him to LYN with fwords and 
guns, for fear Mr. HOWARD, and his two ten fhould beat bim. ‘are 

(2) Mr. Howard gave him s box on the ear with the back of bis 
hand, and he fell to the ground with fear, 

€ 3) Jultice Cremar, Jultice Peddar, and Jaftice Life. . 

€4) He took the Cicy of Norwich when the Gates were opan, and no 
Oppofition. is 

€< } Mrs. Foxe’s back door. As 
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As becomes a right modeft man. 


















When they entred the Town they beleagur’d 
the Maior, : 
And with wonderfull courage they ftormed the 
Chair; 
But they foon were all foul, and ran very fair, 
Asif chey’d been bred for the Courfe. 


Por the (1)Bells were rung backward,as he fayes 
his Prayers, | | 
And his head went forward with his hafte down 
the ftairs, 
Like a man of difpatch in the State: affairs, 
Thank Fortune it was no worte. 


*Tis much to be wondred he fhould leave the 
Rump, | 
Thongh his love to that end has receiv’d a Law 
But that is his god whatever is Trump; ( frump, 
Yet his Spirie now was blind. 


Had the Rump bue once fizl’d , “twas the 
ftrongeft fide, 
Buca Fart has (o routed his Troop in their pride, 
Though infallible ( 2 ) Butder was his guide, 
That they are both blown down the winde. 


(1) The Bells were rung backward, which alarm d the City, who 
came in and had beat him , if he had not run arvay upon tle 
noife of it. 

(2) Lermy’s Chaplain, that prayesy and [wears, and fights, and 
lyes for him in ordinary, . 


Pet 
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Yee that would be thoughtaerue( 1 ) Englith- 
Lec him make crue Latine ifhe can 5 (man, 
Yet learned mens lives chis Rafcal will fcan, 

And whenhe has done it deny it. 


This is Fermy’s Forlorn when brave Facks appears 
He has little of wic, and leffe of fear, 
And {wears for his Collonel by the years 

And when he is in, he will ply it. 


When the Nation was Jaded witha (2) Quaker, 
This Fippee forfooth was a great Undertaker, 
And amongft other Trades a Juftice-maker, 

(3) Brewer, Tirrell, and Gaffer Life. 


We’re madeand createdby his ftinking breath, 

To fic onthe Bench upon Life.and Death. 

We'd as good have had a Turd in our teeth, 
Wichout any further ftrife, 


I thought this Collonel would fail, 
When he was upcn his Codpiece-bail, 
He got fuch a flap wich a Fox tail, 

As moreat large in your (4 ) Box, Sir. 





But now if we may believe common fame. 
At prefent they fay he’s fléd for the fame, 


(1)Let us flew our felves true Englifh men, i his ufual faying 

(2). He that drank fo much Affes milk, as, without the Parliar 
ments mercy, be is like 10 be a Fool for ever. 

(3) Two luftices in Norfolk. , 

(4) Mafter Armiger bath the exemplification of 4 Verdidt in a 
Box, wherein lermy's Baudery with Foxes wife is fer forth. 


‘ How 
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How poorly this Fellow has plaid his Game ! 
But lec him not fcape without knocks, Sir. 


Yet heisfuch a Coward that I dare fay, 

He neither dares fight nor yet run away, 

And yet he'd be glad €o ftand at a ftay, 
If he might but have his Qusetus. 


For tell him his bafenefs but once to his face, 

Y’are fare enough he dies on the place, 

If he hangs not himfelf.upon this difgrace, 
Tis one toa Thoufand he’l beat us. 








A Letany for the New-year. 





need 


{Bie alland more than | have written here, 
& I with you well proteé&ted this New-years 
From Crvil war, and fuch wacivil things 
As ruine Law and Gofpel, Priefts and Kiugs; 
From thofe who for felf-ends would all betray, 
From fuch new Sazats that Pitol when they prays 
From flactering Faces with infernal Soals, 
From new Reformers, fuch as pull down Patilss 
From Linfy woolfy Lords, from Town betrayers, 
From. Apron Preachers, and extempore Prayers, 
From Pulpit-bla(phemy & bold Rebellion, (ye ons 
From Bloud and--fomethings elfe that I could tell 
From new falfe Teachers which deftroy theold, 
From thofe that turn the Gofpel intoGold,( Trump 
From that black Pack where Clats are alwayes, 
From Bodies Politique and from the Rump, 
From thofe that ruixe when they fhould repair, 
From {uch as cut off Heads inkead of Hair, 

| From 
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| From twelve Months Taxes and abortive Votes, 
| From chargeable Nurfe-Children in red Coats, 
| From fuch as fell their Souls to fave their Sums, | 
From City Charters that make Heads for Drums, Wl 
From Magiffrates which have no truth or know- 
ledge, AN 
‘From the red Students now in Grefoam Colledge, _ 
| From Governments erected by the Rabble, 
| From fweee Sir Arthurs Knights of the round ii 
Table, | 
From City-Saints whofe Anagram is. Stains, ; 
From Plots and being choak'’d with our own | | 
Chains, i 
From thefe, and cea times more which may en- 
The Poet prays, Good Lord deliver you. (fire, 








The New State defcribed. i! | 


| tie here a Glorious Realm fubverted ftands, 
Juft Tumbler-like upon the Feet and Hands : 

Once Europes Pride and Fnvy, now their Scoff , 

| Since the bafe Extrayles cut the Head on’t off 

_ The Body loft its form, and’s turn’d a Lump; 

Now all the Limbs are Vuffals to the Rump, 

Which all the Natriture devour'd and (pent, 

Yields nothing back but (tink and excrement, 

And all returns that ever chis doth fend us, 

Serves only to defi/e us and offend us; 

—°Tis by much pamparing grown a ftrange Difeake, 
Which all receives, and gives nor food nor eafe 
To th’ pining Body, but is craving ftill; 

And we by feeding.it our {elves do kil; . Which 
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Which nothing lives by that has any worth, 

Butthole bale vermin which its fink brought 
Ifevery Member in this Body would ( forth. 
Withdraw its treagth and influence , as they 
This nafty Highnefs quickly muft abate, (thould, 
And yield to th’ Head which only faves the State. 


se som a easton al BD se oe 
The Devills Arfe a Peake : or, Sataus 
beastly part , or in plain terms, Gf the 
Pofteriors and Fag-end of a 


Long Parliament. 


To be faid or fung very comfortably. 


Tothe Tune of Cook Laurel. 


| Foolith Brittanicks, where are your hearts 
What fiend doth che Nation bewitch;(fled? 
ate fince you like Rogues cue off your own 
Your Notes clofe in with che Britch? (Head, 


The Britch! fich a bic, Nod/s paunch could never 

For it put him ftill co his dumps; (brook, 

Aod though full meals of Hell-broth he oft took, 
Yet alwaies he {pew’d ouc the Rumps. 


Till Lambert che Knave and Fleetwood the fool 
( Though Dickperfwaded them from it) 
Did overturn che Devils Clofe itool, . 
And like Dogs recurn to their Vomie. 


No 
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| No fooner the Councel Table was fpread 

_ _ With many a vomited gull ( Head, 
| But che Army tura’d {queazie and turned their 
__ For they foon had their Belly full. 





| TheRed-coats could never chisRumbling digeft, 
Till advis’d by Old nick and his train, 
€ Who good unwittingly oft may fuggeft ) 
| They {pew’d up their Vomit again, 


| Their Surreverence was for a while out of fighc, 

| Till Whettam began to deplore°’um, 
| And Arthur che Knight of the Spur a bold wighe, 
| © The Rump ofa Rump did reftore’um. 


Then a pox light on the pictifull Rump, 

| _ That a third time above board vapers, $ 

| Which Old Nick blew out; but now turns up 
As fone farted inand out Tapers. (Trump, 


The Houfe by this Legion was long time poffeft, 
|, Bae at Jaft chey were caft out of dore; 
Yet finding ic (wept, returned a new gueft 
Seven-times more a fiend than before, 





| Away then ye piceifull Citizen flaves, 
Who let fuch enormicies pas, 

Were you but true men or but errant Knaves, 
Fools durft not you ride like an Afi. 


Then dare to be Honeft, and beat up your Drum, 
For when the Rogues hear of your power, 
You'll fmell what a (cent proceeds from the Bum, 

From Whiteball, at leatt to the Tower. 


Ss foat | 
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S’ foot! what if thefe Arf-worms with gifts ofour 
Great George to defend them fhould move(gold 

Our goods & our Liberties, then would be fold, 
And the Devil a Monk would he prove, | 


Then pluck up your Spirits, and draw out your 
°Tis force chat muft only prevail, ( Swords, 

We have long enough ftood out in bare Words, 
Let’s now make a Rod for their Fayl. 


Then Vive le Roy let’s merrily Sing, 
Can any Man well. in his Wits, 

Think worfer of Charles our Noble good KING, 
Than thofe who do govern by Fits ? 


Search round the great City what ill you can fee, 
Which che Rafcally Rump hath not done, 
And then you will wifh wich the Nation and me, 
That CH ARLE S had his Heritage won 


For Swearing, Sacriledge, Murther, and Lyes, 
KING-Killing, Hypocrily, Cheats, 

They make no more of thefe Sins, then of Flies, 
HELL is. almoft out-damn’d by their Feats. 


Then fight ye like men for the good of the Nation 

As ye hope to be civilly Drunk, (tion, 
On free coft at blefled CH A RLES Corona 
:, Pray hard for the crunefle of Monk, 


Heaven blefs our good Soveraign , the beft ofall 
Lec che King of our Hearts be Trump, (Men, 

That Peace and Profperity may come agen, 

Squire Duz and Old Nick take the Rump. me 
ea 
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Then lec the Knaves fhuffle ‘on Kingdoms a= 
Till each Curr at his Fellow {narles, (while 

Erelongthey will Cut, and after che Broyle 
The Dealing muft falltco KING Charles. 


This Flap with a Fox-tail {hall have thefame lot, 
That unhorft his Tumbleedown Highness, 

For fince che reft of the Members are not, 
The Rump muft fhorely have FINTS. 





a 


The Committee of Safety. 


Fard ye not, of the Phanatick Committee | 
Of Safety, whom Londo that ftiff-necked 
Citty 
Profanely difturbed , and wasnot that pitty.? 
Ob bleed Reformation. 


This gallant Comnuttee made up ofa crue 
Of. three and twenty bad men and NOE Cs 
Would have made both our Church & ot te 
for to rue. 
Still bleffed Refor mari 


Charles Fleetwood is firft and leads up the Van, 

Whole counterfeit Zeal turns Cat in ats pan, 

And dame'Sankey will {wear he’s a valiant man 
AO, ey 


Fobn Lambert at Oliver’s Cha ' doth ‘roare, 
And thinks it bur reafon upon this feore, 
Hh 
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That Crompeli had ficcen in his before, | 
; Still, CPC. 


Desborough’s a Clown, of whom ic is fed, 

That to be a States-man he never was bred, 

For his Shoulders are far better proof chan his 
Head. Ohs CrC 


Bue whatever he wants is foundly made up 

By fubtle Sir Vane, who would bring us to {up 

Large draughts from the whore of Babylon’s cup. 
Still, &c. 


And under the arm of that masked Turk 

Litele Bennet creeps in co help on che good work, 

And by voting down Ticthes to reform the proud | 
Kirk. Oh, ec. — 


The Tobacco-man Salway with a heart full of 
gall 
Puffs down Bells,Sceeples,Priefts,;Churches,& all 
As old fuperfticious Relicks of Baal. 
Stall, &c. 


Holland the Link- boy’ s a worthipfull Wighe, 

For he mutft ftand by to holdthema Light 

While'they do cheir works of darkne(s and night, 
Oh, &e, 


Next Steel the Recorder, whofe politick Noddle 
With Ouat-landifh Notions of Seace doth fil 
quoddle, 
Would bere introduce the Venetian Moddle. 
Still ere. 
Brandriffe 
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Brandriffe a harmle{s and innocent Pigeon 
Moft zealoufly moves, that each ignorant W igeon 


May have leave to profefs and own any Religion. 
Oh, Oe. 


Wat Strickland him fecond’s that furious Ram, 

And (wears that when firftto Holland he came, 

All Sects were permitted in Azmjterdam, 
Suen Still, @c. 


Whitlock that mifchievous dangerous Elf 

Never fticks to turn fides to Promote his own 
Wealeh, 

Aad hath Wie enough, Law enough to damne 
himfelf, 7 Oh, &c. 


Ludlow’s a Saint ofthe Levelling mold, ( bold, 
And of courage undaunted, for Faith makes him 


Since the fore at Duncannon is his ftrong bold. 
: Still, Ge. 


Thompfon a Perfon of noted affection, ({pedtion, 
Though fufpected as guilty of much circum- 
Yet is one of this Gang tor the Peoples corre@i- 

on, Ob, Ole 


| Jefuttical Berry can hardly afford 

_ A Gown-maa to preach, but will make us accord, 

That Mars hath beft right co the two-edged 
(word, ) Still, oc. 


Poor Sidenbam would preach and pray too if he 
| Pitcatat ntti: a. 

| But finding he cannot perform what he would, 
ese Hi2 He 
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He is bent and refolv: dy nere to do what he 
fhould Ob, oc. 


At Prefident Laurence let none dare to {coff 

Or abufe his grave Sermons, tocall them riff raf, 

Hee’s a Father of England, and the Horfe-men 
thereof. ‘Stall, Gc. 


Lord Hughfon the Cobler’ s teeth greedily chatter 
To carve up.a Prentice’s Head.ina Platters 

For -he will go through-ficch with the whole 
! matter. Oh, &c. 


Fokn Clark in his haft is all lightning and thunder, 
To break all Demurres and weak Scruples afun- 


der 
While his fingers do itch at the Cities rich plun- 
ders 20th Still, &c. 


No marvel that Lilburn is one of this Train, 
As frantick as any, and as croffe in che. grain, 


For Robin inherits his Brothers mad Brain. 
Oh, &c. 


The Mountain did travel and bring forth of late, 
What was’c but a Moufe? and Sir Harrington's 
pate 


Is pregnant with formes of the Utopian State. 
Still, ce 


What? A Scotch Rook among all thefe Englith 
| ack-dawes, 

‘The Laird, Warryton’s infor the Gude Old Caufe, 

To fubyere all Proprieties, Charters and Laws. 

ol Ob, &e. A brace 












PartII. Rump Songs. 19 


A brace offage Aldermen a& inthe Play, 

Tretonand Titchburn who faithlefly may, 

The Londoners Counfeils and ‘Plottings betray, 
Still, CPC. i 









So here’s a Committee of Safety compounded i 
Of Kaave and of Fool, of Papift and Roundhead, iM 
On Bale’s of Treafon and Tyranny gronnded. 


O h, ee C. 

















Thefe did their Proteftant Soveraign kill, 

Thefe glory’d the bloud of the‘Nobles to fpill, 

And trampled on Parliaments ac their own will. Hi 
Stilly ec, Hi 


Rae 







Thefe were the Carbuncles of Oliver’s Nofe, 






And che Rump’s ftinking excrements as we {up- 44 
Bound upin the linings of 4rkins’s Hole. (pote al 





Ob, &c. Hi 





7 redeskin himfelf never had fuch'a Show 

As this Knack, which would all our Rights o- 
verthrow, 

And Caligula-like flay three Lands ata blow. 


Crit) pk 
AS j lu, CC, 


















fhan’t cell, 
Nor will any longer onthis Subje& dwell, 
Pre now an Account is given in Hel}, 
Where theyl make a new Reformation. 


For Monck, charm’d the Goblin, and packe it a- 
way 


What Refolves and what Orders were paft } 


Hh3 To 
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To its propereft Place, with black Plsto toftay, 
For which let erue Exglifh-men joyfully fay 

St. George wrought the trne Reformation: 








The GANG or the Nine Worthies and 
(Champions, Lambert, exc | 
To the Tune of Robinhood. 


T was at the Birth of a Winters morn, 
| With a Hey down down a down down, 
Before the Crow had pit, | 

That nine Hero’s in {corn 

Of a Parliament forlorn, 

Walkt out with Sword in fift. 


Fobnne Lambert was firft a dapper Squire, 
} | Wiha Hey down, &c. 
A mickler man of might 
Was nere in York fhires 
And he did con(pire 
With Vane Sir Harry a Knight. 


Desborovgh was fuch aCountry Swain, | 
oy fo Os ee ay With a Hey down, &c, 
An Eafter Sun nere fee; | 
- Hedroveona main 
Without any brain, 
Such a jolt-head Knave was he. 


Kelfey was a brave Button-maker; 
tes | With a Hey down, &e. 

As ever fet mould upon Skewer; 

aS * % ie 3 at tes And 
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And chis Wife-aker 
Was a great pain: taker, | 
T’ make Lambert’s Nole look blewer. 





The devout and Holy Major Creed, 
| With a Hey down, &c. 
I known’t of what Faith or Se&, : 
Had mounted a Steed, ll 
And vow'd he would bleed 
Fore Lamberts fhould be checke. 


Duckenfield ( Steel was nere fo true, ) | 
| With a Hey down, &c. ti 
And as wife as ever was Toby. Sa te i 
Lay inthe Purlew, i 
The Cock: pic Avenue, iM 
To hinder the Speakers Go-by. iM 


A man of Stomack in thenext Deal, H | 
| With a Aey down, &e. | 
Was hiingry Colonel Cobbet, ~ 4 
He would eat at a Meale 
A whole Common-weale, 
And make a Joynet but a Gobbec. 


The following Champion is Barrow, 
With a Hey down, &c. 
An Ominous name for a Swife-Herd, 
He flew Jikean Arrow, ~ 
_ Thicther whence Lord Harry 
Buc durft noc draw his Whinyard.: 








Room for Packer a toyling Ditcher, | 
With a Hey down, &c. 
Hh 4 He 
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He had fet his Spade an edge, 
He hop’t to be Richer 
By/being a Bricher 3 
And Lambert his Stake inthe hedge. 





For Nobilities fake we may not forget, 
With a Hey down, &c. 
That Valiant Mars his true Son, 
His Cobling Feat 
Lackea Parliament Seat 
That Marks-man one-eyed Hew fons 


Thefe being aided with Red Coat and Creepers, 
With a Hey down, &C. 
After a fhort Difpute . . 
The Liberty Keepers, 
Were made Boo-peepers, 
And the Speaker ftrucken Mute. 


But well faid Sir Arthur, what time of the day ? 
With a Hey down, &c, 
The Parliament’s now in the Prime | 
They ftand aca Bay, 
And have mift their Preyy - 
And Cowardly curfe the ame. 


The Second Part. 


he pe Fobnne is gone to. the North Countrey, 

iN ” With a Hey down, ec. 

And glad he isto retires. 
He cryes Cramme O Cree, 
Have mercy on mé 
i ARE er ALE. And 


my 
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And Desborough gotten into his Farm, 
With a tiey down, &c. 








Unceill they do him need, 
Meant the Houfe no harm, 
But took it for a Barny. 

His Lord and hee’s notiagreed. 





Kelfey is praying for the Dole, | Hi 
With a Hey down, &c: 

Of the Hofpital chat’s Suttons; - T. ‘| 
He is out of the Roll, . i 
And hath ne’re a Loop-Hole, t! 
And now his Arfe makes Buttons. 


And Creed wiltnow believe Sic Arthur, 

} . scl \With'a Hey down, &c. i 

His Sceed is Chopt for a Jade, i 

He will be a Carter 1 

Before a Martyr, Pe i 
And is turned: Kegenade. © : | 


Duckenfield’s-in a pittifull Cale, 
; With a Hey down, &c. 
The Speakers Horfes and Coach, 
Were at flake with the Mace, © 
And he’s thrown Aums Ace, 
Tyburn owes him a reproach. | | 





By being too greedy Colonel Cobbet, 
With a Hey downy Se: 
Ha’s got a Bone in his throat, 
He hath fighed and fobbed 
And erjevoutly throbbed, 
Buc it willnot help che Choak. 
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Pray take your turn too Mr. Barrow, 
: ) . With a Hey down, &c. 
What ehink you of your Plot? 
“Your Sow will not Farrow, 
The Hang- man’s Harrow, 
That Hurdfs will be your Lot. 

































Tyehimup DUN, ‘tisGoodman Packer, 
With-a Hey down, &e- 
That would fet up another Nofe, 
Had he been a Backer 
As Colonel Hackér, 
_ H’ad liv’d in (pighe of his Foes. 





Hewfon's Companions as fcabby a# Coots, 
Wuh a Hey down down a down down. 
Have infe&ted him with che mange, 
They have pift in his boots, 
Heh | He muft cry roots, 
We | And TURN CVT to Turnup muft change. 








Vanity of Vanities, Ot Sir Harry Vane’s 
Pitture. 


To the Tune of che JEWS Corant 





iu Ave you not feen a Barthol’mew Baby, 
We A Pageant of policy as fine as may be, 
Wei That’s gone to be Shown at the Mannor of Raby, 
al | Which no body can deny. 


There 
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There was never fuch a profticuce Sighe, 
‘That e*: e profan’d chis purer Light, 

A Hocus Pocus juggling Knighe, : 
| ; Which, ee, 


He was taken for a Delphick Tripus, 

‘Another doubt-folving Ocdipus, 

But the Parliament made hima very Guiby, 
Which, &c. 








His cunning Seate tricks and Oracles, i 
His lying Wonders and Miracles, i) 
Are turned into Parliament Shackles, Ms 
} Which,&c. 


Goodly great Sir Ouefimus V ANE, | 
The Annointed King of Sainis not Reign 2. | 
I fee all Godlynefs is not Gain, . Hl 

: Which, eee | 


Jobn a Leyden that Muaffer’s Jing, | i 

Was a Fool and an Affe to this pretty Thing, i} 

Bue the Parliament hated the name of a King, 
Which, &c. 


This holy Saint hath pray’d till he wept, 
Prophefied and Divin’d while he flepe, 

But fell in a Te whenafide he ftepe, .. 

VV hich, &c. 


He fate late in the Houfe fo difcontent, 
With his Arms folded and his Brows bent, 
Like Achitophel to the Parliament, 














W hich, CC, 
He 

























































He fee Mr. P 











Which, tc. 


take a great deal of Pain, 


To get in with the reft as Members Again, 


But they were Voted as ufe-lelfsas VANE, 


Which, &e. 


They gave him a Conge wich fucha Vote; 
*Twas thought they had learnedit by Rote, 
Ever fince he went down to Graves-end by Bote. 


For all his Ceremonious Cringing, 
He thall undergoa notable Swinging, 


Which, &e.. 


There is now no more need of his Engine, 


When fir the Englifh War began 
His Father was a Court Trepan, 
And ’rofe to bea Parliament Man, 


Which, &c. 


So from the Father came unto the Son, 
Whom wo and Mis’ry now do wait upon, , 


For Countelling Proce&tor Fobn, 


A Gemini they were, Pollux and Caffors 


Which, &c. 


One was a Teacher, the other a Paftor, 
And bothlike R-—~ betrayed their Matter, 


Which, &c. 
The 


j 
| 
i 


/ 
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He durft not {peak of a Concubine, 


Nor gave more Councel to any Defign, 
But was mufing on a Hempen Line, 
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The Devil ne’re fee fuch two Sir Harry’s, 


| Such a peft’lent pair nor near nor far is, 
| Nonotat the Jefuices Sorbon of Paris, 


Which, &c. 


| They calke of his having a Cardinals Hat, 























They’d fend him as foon an old Nun’s Twats 
For curning in pan there wasnere fuch a Cat, 
Which, CoC, 


His dainty proje& of aSele& Senate, 

is Damned for ablafphemous Tenet, ( Benuet, 

"Twas found inthe budget (’tis faid ) of Monk 
; Which, e«. 


Of this Scate and Kingdom he is the Bane, 

He fhall have che reward of Fudas'and Cain, 

And ’ewas he that overthrew Charles his Wain, 
Which, @c. 


Should he fit where he did with his mifchievous 

Or ifany his Councels behind do remain, (brain, 

The houfe may be called the Labour in Vain, 
Which wo body can deny. 


: q 
j mB 
be 
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The Glory of the WEST, or, The Tenth 


Renowned WO RTHT, and moft Hersick 


CHAMPION of this BRITISH 
ISLAND. Being an unparallel’d Com- 
memoration of General MO N K’S coming 
towards the Cittyof LONDON, | 


‘O unperplex the Riddles of our State, 
And to. dilcover e’us our hidden pare, 
Welcome (we cry) Welcome to George the Great, 
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A joyfull fight to fee. 


Not like the Macedon’s impatient (word, 


That folv’d the doubt tyed in the Gordiaz Cord, 


Great George doth time proportion due afford, 
A joyful, &c. 


Wifdoms great pattern bred at Befonaes Breft, 
Prudence and Valour joyned in one Reft, 
No more St. -George fhall be but George the Bleff, 


A joyfully oc. 


As Cafar did che affrighted Boat-man learn, 

When he fate trembling at che ftinking ftern, - 

My fates Embarqued chat do’s the world con- 
cern, A joyfull, &c. 


So the wrackt Veffel.of the fate diftreft, 
With Heav’ns angry blafts, now feeks for reft, 
From the Favonian Gales of George o’th’ Weét, 


Ajoyfull, Oc, His 
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His great excelling merits in the Scale, 
Of our rais’d hope, nor fhall the angry Taile, 
Of any Comet ’gainft our peace prevail, 

A joyful, ec. 


Another Fabiys, whofe wife delayes ( rayes ) 

( Likeamifty morn, guile with che Suns noon'd 

Have Crown’d him with the Glorious Bayes, 
Ajoyfull, &c. 


He chat has marched quite three Kingdoms o're, 

Subdu’d his great mind for to make chem four, 

The figns.co bring peace and plenty to our door. 
7 A joyfull, &c. 


Let all ancient Glory then be a Romance, 
Lecold Fame, and crazd Time, lye ina Trance, 
Nrehing new but Hony Soit gui maly penfe, 

A joyfull, &c. 


Thists the Noble Champion of the Garter, 

The Great Defender of the Magna Charter, 

The Soveraign Good came ifrom the Nortberne 
) Quarter, ; A joyfull, &c. 


To fettle.a Nation without any Blowes, 
Zo break: down-the Bridge of another Nofe, 
To do what all with, but no body Knows, 
) A joyfull, &c: 


~ocompleat a Defign without any Noyfe, 
To amufe che Loud cry of Vive le Roys,  (eaysy 
And {pore all along with your Common wealth 

A joyfell, OC. 
But 
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But all che grand Hero’s and wile ones together, 
None had fuch advantage of Wine and Weather, 
Tis true he’s {prung ofa Princely Feather, 

A joyfull, &c. 


Where fhall we begin his Trophees to raife ? 

Or when fhall we make an end of his praife ? 

The blefling and honour and joy of thele dayes. 
A joyful, &<. 


The untam’d Scot ( before his glorious time ) 
Has made t’expiate their creacherous crime, 
They own him fole Conqueror of their Clime, 





A joyfall, &c. 
His great and moft powerfull Influence. 
Ha’s #eAcain'd chem incheir Obedience, 


As if chey Own'd che Vice-roy of their Prince, 


A joyfully &c. 


The thifting Iri(h *bey’d his great command, 
The flaughtered Dutch , yet rowling on the fand, 
Crave areflux, to keep chem from his hand, 

| | A joyfull, &c. 


Thrice did he Vi&tory over them repeat, 
And thealmoft wearied State were fore’d totreat — 


To {ave them from a final laft defeat, 
A joyful, ee. 


Whethér we conquer’d are, or we muft fubmic, 
By his all- powerfull hand to them that fit, 
We are (ure to be eas’U of our prefent REEL: 
Ajoyfull, Oe- 
» What. 


‘es 
ee 
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| What if great George fhould come tothe City, 
And in all your good humours fhould preiencly 





-. fit ye, 
And J hope he will do3 elfe mire is the picy. 
A joyfull fight, to fee. 


The (ity off LONDON’S 
New Letany. 











To the Tune of the Black- Simith. 
Rom Rumps that do Rule againft Cuftomes 


and Laws, 
From a fardle of Fancies ftil'd a Good Old Caufe, 
From. Wives that have nails which are fharper 
than Claws, 
Good Jove deliver ms all, 


Brom men who feek Right where ix’s not to be 
| | had, : 
_ From fuch who feek good whereall things are 
bad 





3 
From wife men far worfe than fools or men mad. 


From Soldiers that wrack the poor out of dores, 

From Rumps that Ruff Coffersto pleafure their 
Whores, 

Which they fecretly {queeze from Commpore 
wealth fcores, Good Jove, Ke, 


li From 
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From Ingroffers of wealth to lye by ere walls, 
Which they force from poor women for keeping 
of Stalls, 
And choofe for to rife by other mens falls. 
Good Jove, &c. 


From Knaves that dve pocket good Subje&s E- 
fates, | 
Fiom fuch that give Plaifters. when they’ve bro- 
ken our Pates, 
From Rumps that do Vote down our Poftes, 
Chaines and Gates, 
* Good Jove, &c 


From: States-men. that Court the Thing that 
they hate, 
From wofull Repentance that comes too Jate, 
From thofe chat delight in making of bate, 
Good Jove, Sc 


From Souldiers who mutiny for want of their 
And at laft go {neeking without it away, (pays 
Crying, they hope for a far better day, 

Good Jove, &c. 


Frem one who brought Forces to fill up the 
Town, 
That when Ramps were at higheft he might pull 
them down, 
Becaufe he himfelfdoth aim at the Crown, 
Good Jove, &c. 


From Commanders who never drew {words but 
in Schools, 
Whieh 
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Which were button-pointed to favour fuch fools, 
Who in vapouring words do chreaten Joynt 

ftools, Good jove, &c. 


Who to loofe drop of blood would faint at the 
heart, 


And in dread of a Gun are (car’d at 2 Fare, il 
If one blows but his Nofe it makes chem co ffart. 1 


Good Jove, &c. 


Who think every brufh of wind an Alarni, (Arms ih 
To which they make ready and ery one Arm, | 
Yet fecretly pray that there May be no harm, i 

Good Jove, &c. Ni 


_ From a City that lyes onits back to be Gele, 
- Fromthofe that won’c ftir cil famine be felc, 
From the Pike, the Gun,che Sword,and che Bele, 


Good Jove, &c. Hh 


From afimple Maior not fitto Rule Hoggs. 

From fuch as obey him like Spannel Doggs, 

From Summers heat and from winters Foggs, ' 
Good Jove, &c. 


From Country Petitions and Declarations, | 
That will not be. drawn one inch from tueir fae | 
tions, 
But triumph in words for old Reformations. 
Good Jove; &e 


From Apprencices valour and threats from the 
Ciry, 

Which would A& great Wonders, yet forbear in 

pitty, Ii2 From 
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From Fools that conceit themielves very witty, 


Good Jove, &c. 


From Oaths and Engagements impofed by force, 
And broken as faft without any remorfe, 
Alleadging chem Ceremonies of courfe, 

Good Jove, &c. 


From thofe whofe damn’d actions with Tieafon | 

are Crown d 

From fach thae would Law and Gofpel con-_ 
found, 

And vow that the City chey’l burn to the ground, 

Good Jove, &c. 


From People chat murmnr with Swords in their — 
hand. | 

And keep an eatreating when they may command, | 
Yee had rather loofe all chan Knaves to wichftand, 
Good Jove, Sr, | 


From Rumps thae the Kingdoms Revenue have 
From an everlafting Parliament, ( fpenc, 
And from an Army full of difconcent , 

Good Jove, &c. 


From fuch who do courtefies with a long paule, 
From thofe who condemn before they hear the 


Caufe, 
‘And from Trades that are worfe than picking of 
ftraws, Good Jove, KC, 


Prom a Foes mercy when one lyes in his power, 
From a Friends anger inanill hour, 
And 
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| And from a Fool that’s Lieutenant of the Tomer. 
| Good Jove, &c. 


: Fi om men who make ufe of their Friends in the 
nick, 

And when‘ the Brunt’s over againft them do kick, 

The thoughts of fuch Varlets do make my Mute 
fick, Good night good people all 


nel 
a 





ee 


r, 4 New Ballad. 
To the Tune of the Black, fmithe 


SS 


I. 
| Oetical Mufes have fallen heavy .as'a Mallet, 
: Upon the poor Rump tor difgufting their 
. Pallet, 
| ie cure che di(rellith take now a Grand Sailet, 
: Which nobody can den 





| This RUM P is deriv’d by lineal defcenc, 
| As the undoubted Heir, and excrement, 

| Oftheyet perpecual Parliament, 
| Which, Oc. 


_ This was fuch an Idol, as ie Zealots did ftrain 

| Their Purfes and Con{ciences for co maintain, 

| Though ic prov’d both of Church and Kingds mM 
| the bane. Which, Ov. 





1i3 


The RUMP ferv'd in with a Grand Sallet : 
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‘Phe tail of the Dr aeinre nok fo bad as this Rump, 
Which hath three fuch Kingdoms worn to the 

| vety ftusp, 7 : 
And muft leave them for the timeéia confufed 
») oosldupap, “sat oc Wbich, Ges 
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Qur Lawes, Lives, ‘Lands, Liberties, were upon 
fale, 
By-this everlafting Rump, Fag-end or tail, 
Yea to fave our very Souls they refus’d to take 
bail. . : Which, &c. 
3 Gar 
A Tail which was eaten up almoft of the Pox, 
That ftunk more like Carrion, chan ever did Fox, 
Or that which was rofted of late at the ftocks. 
Which, &c. 


ae 
A Rump thatthe People did hate, fcorn, and 
éurfe, 
As a Devil incarnate, or of fomething that’s 
worte, aot 
Of Schifm and Rebellion both Mother and Narfe, 
, Which, @c. 
g. ) 
The Othodox Clergy was fore'd for'to fly, 
They were plundred and: fequeftred’ without 
reafon why , 
Buctonly becaufe they would not comply, 
| W hich, &c. 


9. Bi 

Tien as guilty of Popery the Common-prayerebook 
was damn’d, | 

And with all kind of News- books the Churches 

a were cram d, Venting 
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Venting lyes , -nonsfence, blafphemy; afd what’s 

not to be nam’d. ich, &e 

10, 

Then the Antient’ Order of Bifhops went down, | 

Which in che Church Chriftian was ever of Re- 
nown, : 


The Proverb proves trué, No Miter, No Crown, 
Which, ec. 


Il. 
In whofe flead we planted Flders and: Presbyters, | 
Which impowr’d 5 brake Princes and Peopie in ti 


fitters, 
And with theirsGlaffesand Affes them all to be- i 
| (quitters, 6° 0 Which, &c. Hi 


12: 
They call’d then'a Synod which fcarce could a- 
: gree, i 
ch’ {pace of three yeatS whether there be a TRI 
NBM fied nica toss. 
From fuch pur-pure-blind Levites God blefs you i 
and me, Which, &<. iit 


That Affembly: was juft like the Members that 
chofe ic, 
Withoue Learning and Honefty y all the World 
| knows it, | 
Fit Jakes-farmers for the Rump,they could twang 
and nofe it, 


14. 
They combin’d' with the Scots to’ bringin a Direc 


Tending neither to our Good, nor [yet to Goas 
Glory3 i 
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Tis a fhame that Tom Fuller fhould name't in 
Church-fory, | Which, ec. 


1S, 
For whereas a Chriftian fhould be taught how to 
pray, . | : ¥ 
And both rightly to believe,and humbly to obey, 
Nor Lords prayer j/nor Greed , nor Decalogue have 
2), he they, Whicke&c. 

Ie | 
Then curfe ye Meroz, in each Pulpit'did thunder, 
To perplex the poor people and keep them in 


7 wonder, 
Till-all che Reins of Government were broken 
Re quite afunder, Which, @c. 


1J.! ) 
Then St. Pauls the Mother-Chureh of this City 
and Nation, 
Was turn’d co a Stable, O ftrange Profanativn ! 
Yet this was one of their beft fruits of Reforma- 
te Hones | 
18. 
Ofall that is Chriftan they. make no great matter, 
So they may but gather-they care not who feat- 
ter; 
Their Zryers would approve none but firch. as 
, bribeand flatter, | Which, &c. 


Ee de ag 

Inftead of an Ufe of Divine Confolation, 

hele Hypocrites publitht-a late Exhortation, 

To trepanand beggar this Cityand Nation, ° 
Which, rc, 

20% 

if they be eltablitht bideEngland farewell, 

And rachec than dwell here i’ch’ Suburbs of Hell, 

Th eee wes wey | Choole 








ee 
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Choofe Turkey, or Tartary,or any where to dwell, 
; Whichye&c. 


2i.° 
This form will ne’re fuie with the Englifp Com- 
ple&ion, | 
Which is free and too Heroick to yield bafe Sub- 
jedtion, 
Or to take from a Pope in each Parifh correction, 
f Which, ¢c. 
UR. 
Who ever did Lord it like chele felf-feeking 


Elves, | 
Which have fore’d us on covenants, vows, oaths, 
and other fhelves, 
That fhould warn us for the futnre to lookto 
our felves, | VV bich, &c. 
23. 
All fober men know that ’tis a mifchievous fate, 
A Kingdom to eurn into a popular Seate, 
And Epéfcopy into a Presbyterate, | 
VV hich, &c. 
cg SORTA 3 
Yet che Parliament fec up the pure Members five 
Both of Church and Kingdom, the downfall to 
contrive, 
That by the Ruines of our Siow rhis their Babel 
mighe thrive, VV bich, @e. 
25. 
The Presbyters 3. years were long fince expir’d, 
And yet 5 as if they had not.our patienee quite 
| tir'd, 
To fpur-gall us ftill afrefhthey have con{pir’d, 
‘Ray VV bick, ee. 


26, Then 
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| a) a | ) 
Then why fo many Boufires of late inthis Cty ? 
Why fuch ringing of Bellsjand rejoycing? "Tis pity 
That ye fhould: be fo gull’d by the Rump, that 
does out-wit ye, Which, Oc. 





| 27. | 

For the Houfe is like Hydra, if onehead ye kill, 

Another flares up, another full as ills 

So, though one Xwmp is gone, yet another fits 
ftill, Which, &c- 

28. ) 

They have altered the (cean,the people to pleafe, 

Becaule in commotions they muft them appeafe, 

We have thus chang’d our bed, but not our dif- 
eafe, VVhbich, @c. 


29. 

Their fhifting and fhuffling is but to decoy us, 

While Spiders do {pin, their Cobwebs'annoy us, 

Ifthe Houfe ben’efwept clean, ere long they’! de- 
ftroy us, Which, &e. 


30 
ifchey mean as they talk of a Parliament free, 
How comes it that fuch Qualifications we fee, 
That no one known Royalit can chofen be? 
| VV bich, &c. 
31. | 
The beft things corrupted do ever prove workt, 


Then chat the next Parléament make amends for 


the firk, 
Let’s choofe no more Zealots, left in’ pieces we 
burft, Which, & ce. 


For’ when asthe Schifmaticks Vth’ Honfe do prevail 


Then 
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Tien the head and allthe Membews are led by the 


tail, 
So that all parts in doing their duty needs muft 
fail, Which, Gc. 


3" 
Let the Militia bs tele’ e’re you part with your 
Money, 
Elfe you'l find them gall and wormwpood whom 
you took for honey, 
And the Sonldiers will infule ®ore as foon as 
they've undone ye; © *’ © VV hich, &c. 


We fe se 
~ "Tis believed the 3. Generals, Fairfax, VV aller, 
and Brown, 
Are forry now for what they once helpt to pull 


down, 
And ‘tis hope they’l redeem it by deeds of Re- 


nown, Which, ik 


35s 

We are fenfible now fat there isno one thing 
Can full fati-faGtion to all Interefts bring 
But onely Cha*les the fecond, our Known lawfull 

King, * Which, &c. 

36: 
Let’s dally no longer, but like Britains let*s ftand, 
For GOD and KING CHARLES | , and the Laws 
of the Land; 
Let’s up and be doing, let’ s do’t out of hand. 
Which no body can deny; 


Saint 
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Saint George for England ; 
To the Tune of Cook Laurell. 


Mr He WVestminser Rump hath been Jittle at 
cafe, | 
Of which you have heard enongh one would 
think, 
And therefore wee’l lay it afideif you pleafe, 
For the more we do ftir in't the more it will fink. 


Thefe County refolves for a Parliamznt free, 
Makes che Kump (mell worfe thanic did of late, 
For now it reas down their heels you may fee, 
You may call them our Privy-Members of State. 


Bue why fhould chis Ramp deal fo roughly wich 
Kent ? : 

When England was conquer’d they were fcot-free, 

Muft chey for declaring of all men be fhent ? 

But Jong-tail and bob-tail can never agree. 


Tis much difputed who Autichrift is, 

I think “cis che: Rump, nor am Tin jeft, 

For indeed, alchough of che number it mifs, 
Of chis Tam fure*thas the mark of the Beaft. 


Y cannot believe that our General Monck. 

Intends to prote& ic, hee’s not fuch a Fool; 

For if he were rightly inform’d how it ftunk, 

He never would joyn: wich {uch Grooms of the 
Stoo?, 

Though’t 








SNA RIALS SEIS NAS TR ISE 
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J hough’e benorwhole Autichrift 5 ’cisthe worft 


pare, ) 

By it boch the Pope and the Turk are out-done, 
If ic benoe che head, nor che feet, nor che heart, 
> Tis the Rump ofthe /Vhore of Babylon: 


So pocky, fo ftinking, fo cheating to boot, 

That he chat has got but an eye or anofe, (do’t? 
Would never beftride i; Then why fhould he 
And make the poor Devil his ftallionfhip lofe; 


if i might advife him, he fhould not come near ity 
The {cent of that houfe is naught for his Goet, 
‘And for his Army too; he might well fear it, 

Tis enough to infe& both his borfe and bis feot. 


Nor would f wifhhim to come to WVhiteball, 

For that hath been an unfortunate place, (fall : 
From thence Noli was fetch’d, and Dick had his 
And George may cake heed chat ic be not his Cafe. 


1 remember the time when he fought for the 
King, 

And the Caufe was good though he did not pre- 
vail: 

let not the Boyes in the ftreets now fing,’ 

te was once for the Head, but now for the Zai!. 


Then George for England ftrike up thy Drum, 
And do they devoir this Rump to deftroy, 
That Noble King Charles the fecond may come, 
And our Streets may eccho with Vive le Roy. 


ind if He fhould.come by thy Valour and Might, 
Jn shat brave exploit thou’lt have more to brag 
on, Than 
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Than e’re had Saint George chat valiant Knights 
Who refcued the Maid by killing the Dragon. 

















Then lay by the thought of a Parliam-ut free, 

Buc firft bring the King in 1f you be wie, 

For without Kings & Lords theres none ean bes 
“?T will be buc a Rump of a bigger fife. 











You know how to do it, and needs not much 
{chooling, 

All that you need to fay is, let at be done, 

Then why fhould you ftand delaying and fooling, 

You foughe for the Father, why not for the Sox? 





if you do not do’t, much honour you’! lofe, 

Which He and We meanyou, forthis Wedo 
know, 

That in fpight of che Rump, and all other his 
Foes 

He will be brought in whether you will or no. 











The Hiftory of the Second Death of the 
RUMP. 


We i To the Tune of 
| The Parliament fate as [nng as a Gat, 








I. 
Weite) |)  Ote buy my fine Ditty 
Hat Of News from the Gicey, 


As it wascold in Devonfhires 
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The Pimp that whips weekly 
Your Breech Politickly 


| Sells not fo much truthina quire. 


2. 
Tom Kings-man; near undone 
Wich long ftay in London, 


Laft week to the Country did gallop; 


Where he took Cavaliers 
Wich his News by the ears, _ 
As they did the Pot to drink all--up. 


Quoth he, Fence wine 
Toth’ late Parliament, 
Whofe Members(when I had feen’em) 
Made me think ofa Rat, 
That was caughe by a Cat, 
And eat up the tail, that is venom. 


4. 
But yet tothe ftump 
Of that Poyfonous Rump, | 
Th’ Old Moutb did foder in feafon; 
And when that was done, 
Like a Ley-elder Gun, 


Ic ftunk at both ends of High Treafon: 





The Monfter did conta 
Of mere Mouth and Bum, 
Moft cunningly thus eompatted, 
That if queftion’d it were, 
For mifchief done there, 
It might (wear, "twas by no body atted: 
6 


©’ che nature and name 
Of each Member that came 
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Should I give a full relation, 
Youl’d gueffe by the ftink, 
That { rak’e in che fink, 

And eommon-fhore of the whole Nation. 

7 
Religions you might 
Find all there, bic che right; 

For through che fame Sieve they ran, 
Which No// us’d betore 
To fife che Houfe o’ie, 

Till nothing was fefe but che Bran. 

3 





But of chofe they had, 
Divifions being made 
By Forrune’s hand, (which is uncertain) 
Some Members got many, 
Some few, fome not any, 
As Nevill complained, and Martin. 
Indeed from Ufurpers 
They freed us and our Purfe, ; 
And praife of chanks had been their hire, 
For taking us thean 
Out o’th’ F: ying-pan, 
Had chey not caft us into the fire. 
19. 
For Cromwell they voted 
A Tyrant, though rotted, 
*Caufe when they fi ft footed their Game, 
Hee’d not lec chem tarry 
To prey on the Quarry; 
But gorge’d himfelf_ on the fame. 


Part II. 


| 
| 
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Ii, 
And King Olzvers Sons, 
( Like Br ince- playing Whore-Sons, 
That on too high pares had veneur’d ) 
_ They ftrip'c witha hils 
- - Of their. Scate- properties, 
And exeunt two Fools as they enter’. 
12. 
What elfe chey do, 
By our Purfes we knew, | 
As well as chat fcribling Knave Nedhaw; 
Some good Laws chey un-did, 
And fome bad they founded, 
_ And fhortned our Chain for our Freedom, 





13. 
To quell this ferce Monfter, 4 
~ AKnighe did anon-ftir, i 
Who wanted Arms; yet froma Waggon i] 
©’ th’ Popes hee’d take none, Mi 
Buc from Pre(ter- John, ( 
And fo St. George fell by che Dragon, i 
| a | 
Then Lamberi’s Wite chid. him, 
And (like Crome! \bid him 
Confound it, and mount the Throne Royal, 
Your Weapons are long 
Quoth fhe, and as firong, 
My telfof em both have made tryal. 


He finds the Anabapeii 

Por his purpofeapcik; 
And treads che fteps of Kuipper Doltx, 
He fafts, and he prayes, 

























































2 = RumpSongs. Pare Il. | 
Veh’ new canting phrafe, 
As if Heaven were taken with drolling, 

16. 

Some Packs he inveagles, 

O’th’ blood-coated Beagles, 
To’s party, the Rump-men did foto, 
_, And vidualled fo well, 
' The adjacent fort Hell, 
As ifthey no other would goto, 


17. 
Little Job thus did draw, 
*Gainft che Out-law, 
( Good King ) to ery who fhould have thy Deer, 
And thus for both poyfons, 
A quarrel did rife once 
Betwixt the foul Toad and the Spider 
18. 
Bold Lambert advanced, 
He picquier’d and pranced, 
And’s Party with fpeeches did urge on. 
But though he and Morley 
Did {narleand look furly, 
They cheated the Devil and the Chirurgion. 
19. 
For foon the Red-coat, 
( Who’l not fight, but vote ) 
When Lamberts ade fironger was found, 
By ( at leaft) two foot, 
And a Trooper to boot, 
Did let che Rump fall to che ground. 
20, 
And with General Lentball, 
The Houfe they o’re w gatall, 
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Religion and Laws they n’ere ftood Of, 

But fought fill co hold, 

Il! got Land and Gold, 
Which firft made:the Old Cafe a'Good Queoo' 





“So fell che aged fags, 
Offive Months and a Day, 
We yet fee no Heir apparent, 
But from Scabberd pregnant, 
Expe& Pofthume regnant, -- 
IfMidwife Monck kindly take care on’é; 


2Beii) 

The Sword-men addrefs to’s,: | 
Pleas, and Manifefto’s,: 2:5: 
Which fhew ‘em lefs honeft than crafcy; 

Whilfta Tyrannous crew, © 
Our dangers renew, : 
| That’s call'da Conte i) § abil 


But Fleetwood and hetlock, | i 
( The Laws cunning Pick-lock ) i) 
With Salloway and Vane, two prime Praters; 
Loved Treafon fo well, 
That again to’t they fell, 
And betray’d evatheir own Fellow-traytors; 
2 
In’s villany Brédfoaw, 
Of conftancy made {hew, 
For fcorning Repencance as fickle, 
Flis life he foon ended; 
And to helt defcended, 
This of my Faith is an Arcicle. 
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£.o3 fey, 


Yet Politicus. 

( The Devil’s Succubus, 
F> teem for his Commendation ) 

“Ad vizes us all 

To mourn, and we fhall, 

Whilft chat Hell-hound yelps in our Nation. 
26. 

And now Lamtbert’s Cohorts, 

Aad Monks(which makes wo hearts ) 
Do feem to conteft, but anon, 

We fhip-wrack’t thall be, 

When they canagree | 
From what coaft the ftorm hall fal! on. 



















27. 
Whilft Buff and Red-coats 
Are (a&tified notes . 
Of Chrift’s and his Gofpel's Protegtors, 
Buc ’mong themfelves folely, 
Do they pals for holy, 
As Bef and’s Sword-men for Hediors. 
38. | 
They that heard this ftory, 
Firft fighed, and wereforry 
To hear of poor Exglands confufion, 
Then drank a full Bowl 
To that Royal foul 


bat muft fettle all inconclufion. Vivat. 
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The Arraignment of the DEV1L for fteal. 
ing away Prefident Bradthaw. 





Tothe Tune of, Well-a-day, wellea-day. 


F you’! hear news that’s ill, 
Gentlemen, Gentlemen, 
Againft the Devil : I will 
Be the Relator. 
Arraigned he sauft be, cms : 
For that fellonioufly, » gots 
*thout due folemnicy, 
He tooka Traytor. 
Qe. 
fobn Brad(haw was his name. 
How ic ftinks, how it ftinks, 
Who’l make with blacker fame, 
Pilate unknown. | 
| This worfe chan worft of things 
Condemn’d the beft of Kings, 
| And whae more guilt yec brings, » 
Know ’ewas his own. 








Vertue in Charles did fone 
Fagerly,eagerly, = 
And villainy in him 
To vye for glory; 
Majefty fo compleat, 
And impudence fo great 
Till chaceime never met, _ 
But co my Story, Kk 3 4. Ace 












































































136 Rump Songs. 


| 4. 
Accufers there willbe ' . 
Bitter ones,bitter ones, | 
More than one, two, or three, 
All full of fpight: cae 
Hang-man and Tree fo tall, 
Bridge, Tower, and City-wall;. 
Kite and Crow, which were all 
Robb’d oftheir right. 
Bat Judgesnoneare ft, 
~ Shame itis, fhame ic is, 
That twice feven years did fit 
To give Hemp-ftring dome; ~ 
The fiend they would befriend, 
That he might in theend : 
To them like favour lend 
"In hisowa Kingdom. 
Sword-men it muft be you, ° | 
Boldly to’e, boldly to’t; - 
Muft give the Devil his dues 
' Doit not faintlys re A 
But as you rais’d by fpell 
Laft Parliament from hell 
* Omnipotently. 


7 
The Charge they wifely frame 
~ (On with ie, on withit,  « 
jn that yet unksownrame — 
' Of Supreme power. 
Which fix weeks hence by Vote 
Shall be orit fhalinot, ~~ ~~ 
When Monk's to London got 
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But twelve good men and true, 
Cavaliers, Cavaliers, 

He excepts againft you, 
Juftice he fears. 

From Bar and and Pulpit he 

Craves fuch as do for fee 

Serve all turnes : for hee’l be 
Tryed by his Peers. 


26 
Satan, y’are guilty found 
By your Peers, by your Peers. 
And muft dye above ground, 
Look for ao pitty. 
Some ofour Miniftry, 
Whofe Spirits with yours comply, 
As Owen, Caryl, Nyeés 5 
For death {hall fie ’ee. 
10, 
Dread Judges; mine own limb... 
Ibue¢ took, Ibue took. . 
' was forced withouc him 
To ufea Crutch. 
Some of the Robe can tell 
Yow to fupply full well 
His place here, but in hell. 
I had none fuch. 
Lip 
Devil, you are an Affe, 
Plain ic is, plaimic 1s, 
And weakly plead the cafes ens 
Your wits are loft. 
Some Lawyers will out-do’¢, 
When fhorely they come co’c, 
Your craft, our gold to boot, 
They haveingrofs’d. Kk4. 
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22. Shoula 










































Kump Songs, — Part Ii. 
12. 
should all men take their right, 
W ell-a-day, well-aday, 
We wereina fad plight, 
O’ch’ Holy Party. 
Such practile hath a fcent 
Of Kingly government; 
Againft it we are bent, 
Out of home-Char’ty. - 
13. 
But if I dye, whoam ; 
King of Hell, King of Hell, 
You will noe quenchits flame, 
Bue find it worfe : 
Confufed Anarchy 
Will anew torment be; 
Ne’re did thefe Kingdoms § thre’ 
Feel fuch a curfe. 




































14. 
To our promotion Sir, 
There are here, there are here, 
Through fome confufed ftir 
Doth che high-road lye. 
In hell we need not fear 
Nor King, nor Cavalier, 
Who then fball dominere 
But we the Godly ? 


15. 
Truth then, Sirs, whiek of old 
Was my {hame, was my {hame, 
Saall now co yours be told 
You caufed his death. 
‘The Houle being broken by 
Your felves ( there's burglary ) 
Wath entered forcibly, 
And ffepe his breach, 
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Sir, as our Sréidenis 
Taughe by you, taught. by you, 
*Gainft the King a way went 
: Moft ftrange and new = 
' Charging him with che Guile 
_ Ofall the blood we fpile, 
With Swords up co the hile, 
So wee'l ferve you. 
17. 
For mercy then J call; 
Gocd my Lords, good my Lords, 
And TraytorsIle leave all 
- Duly tcend ic. 
Sir, Sir, ‘cis frivolous, red, i) 
As well for you as us, i i 
To beg for mercy thus, 3 re Ht 
Our crimes cran{cend it, Hi 
' 18. : i 
You muft dye out of hand, i 
Satanas, Satanass " i 
This our Decree fhall ftanc, 
Without controll, 
And we for you will prays. 
Becaufe the Scripcures fay, 
When fome mencurfe you, they 
Curfe their own foul. 
19. ma 
. The fiend to Tyburn’s gone, : 
There to dye, there to dye. 
Black is the North anon, 
Great ftorms will be , 
Therefore together now 
LT leave himand th’ Gailow : 
So.News-man take “em thou, 
Soon they'| take thee. 
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The Rota: Or 


News frows the Common-wealths-Mens-Club, 
Written by 4v,HenryStab; 
"Tis better than a Sy liybub. 


I. 
T Weftinfter where we take boat, 
£4 There onthe left hand yon may note 
The fign of the Turks Head and Throat. 
peat 
What Heads and Thoats therein there be, 
If you’! have patience to fee, | 
Thefe few lines here fhall notifie. 





3¢ 
Here Harrington breeds up his youth 
Tothe difcover ofno Truth, 
All Common-we alths-men in good footh. 


i he 
’ A queftion here,though nere fo rude, 
Is fo belabour’d, and fo rew’d, 
Aad into fundry pieces.hew'd. 
if un-refolved by I, or Not, 
Te muft be put to the Ballot. 
"Tis Mr. Harrizgtons own plot, 
The fineft ching chat ere wasfeen, 
The one fide white the other green, 
And there you muft puc in a Bean. 
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7: 
Firft Harringtex doth hawk and hum, 
| And tellsa ftory of old Rome, 
_ Which from his own ftore never come. 
. ie Sele 


He cites Sigonius and Lampridiw, 
Authors which to the Clubare hideous, 
And he in quoting moft perfideons. 


Q. 
But there a {ad mifhap befell, , 
Which much doth grieve me for to tell, 
Buc lam plad it-was fo well. 


10. 
The learned man ftood up and fpoke, 
That by two Loffes he was broke, 
His Reputation and his Cloke. 

11. 
Quoth he, my Reputation 
{ hear iscumbled up and down 
Much like a Foot-ball chrough the Town. : 


: 12. 
And for my Cloak, by this. good’ light, 
This Rafcal Miles but yefter-night 
With Coffee did ic all bedite: 


13. 
Next Polixfen, chat Politician; 
Yet furely he js no Hebriczan, 
And (as ftakeje ) aworfe Greczan. 
14. 
Whom *Avroned? as did fo fright, 
He was not himafelf again that night, 
- "Twas thought he did himfelf befhite. 
: I 


f 
There's Poultney coo that man ef Laws 
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142 Ramp Songs. Part II, 
In Politickshe is but raw, 
But prattles more ehana Jack-daw. 
| 16. 
Who fpeaking once of Injuftice, 
Madea diftin&ion fomewhat nice, 
Tt was between a Sin and Vice. 

















17. 
Next comes in Gold that brazen-face, 
If blufhing bea fign of grace, 
The Youth is ina wofull cafe: 


18, 
Whilft he fhould give us Sol’s and Ob’s, 
He brings us in fome fimple bobs, 
And fathers them on Mr. Hobs. 











19. | 
Nay, he hath got the prettieft feat, — 
Monarchs out of the world ¢o beat, 
Thus proves they're alla tacite Cheat,. 
201 
If man in ftate of nature be, 
And one imparts his right to me, 
¥ cheat him of his property.; - 
21. 
The Jike,if many men poffeft, .. > 
Zo one gives all their incereft; 
He muit be deem’d a Cheat at beft. .. 
| Zhe th cay: 
| We wane not an Attorney hight, 
{i Lame Collins ( if l name him right )° 
Qh V’cis a very learned Wight. 
aa) 
The fubtleft man that ere I faw, . 
Did arguments from Scripture draw; 
Religion was before.the Law. 
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Iffo Sir Harrington's caifvane, , 
Religion doth the Law (uftain, 
Law property ,i¢ 1s moft plain. 


35: 
A Parfon too, of no {mall note, 
His fenfe as chred-bare are his coat; ii 
And neither of them worth a groat. i 
: 26. ii 
The man doth hope in time to be 
Chaplain to the Academy; 
Hee’s fic, for he can {carce tell three. 
27° 
Mor/ey,who thought to have been one 
Of the Committee, but was none; 
For had he, they'd beenall undone: . 
28. 
’Fwas well forefeen,for the wife Knot ii 
Thought that the man might have a Ploe, i] 
For to have dipped see Ballot. 


One in a (peech he did foeria 
’Gainft the Popes Jand, he was fo fierce, 
He cut ic off at leaftin a teiree. 


30. 
ile faid he’d quote Authority, ii 
Dhae che full lengsh of Italy Hi 
Contain'd but threefcore mai and three. 


31° 
A Cambrobritain here god-wot, 
Muft needs make one of this learned Knot, 
But ’ewere as good if he were not. 


326 
Taf Morgan, God her Worfhip fave, 
Doth 
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Doth fhic among chem very grave, 
He’s no great States-man, but great K-+———« 





33° | 
Lait, Skinner of hisGhair grown proud, 
Doth gravely weild the bufie croud, 
And ftill co Orders cries aloud. 


34. 
To cell you more of Mr. Skizner, 
He'd rather tal& than eat his Dinners 
Tis chat which makes him iook the thinner. 


oak 
Bue whilft che Man to Strafordery’d , 
Sir you to Orders muft be ty’d, 
Or elfe you muftnoc here abide: 

26. 
For our course here, is not to praté 
Of thingschat do too near relate 
To the Affairs of prefent ftace: 


37: 
Speak to the queftion, it 1s found; 
In what of Government the Ground, 
Or the foundation may be found, 
38. 
Strafford with that did lowly bow, 
Good Mr. Speaker caim your brow, 
And of my Argument allow, © 
39- 
For had your Queftion any fenfe, 
I fhould not take the confidence 
To give your Worfhip ought offence. 
4.0. 
But fince for nonefenfe it may pafie, 
To {peak to you in Conutry-Phaffe, 


Your Worthip is adearned: Affe. A 
41. Whick 





: 
| 
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Als 
Whieh words he took info much fcorn, 
That nothing elfe would ferve his turn, 
But prefently he muff adjourn. 


420 
Adjourn, quoth Strefford, ina fright, 
Are you a Burgeffe ora Knight? 
Sure J fhall to the Tower to nighe. 


43° 
But loe, the work of all difafters, 
A Youth flood up, My learned Mafers, 
All Governments are much Itke plafters, 


446 
Plaifters, quoth Strafford, let me dyes 
If not this poor Academy, 
Havenot fome grand infirmity. 


45. 
And fince it happensto befo, 
I may chance be infe&ted too; 
Therefore my Masters all, adien. Exit. 


ee 


The Cobler’s la Will and Teflament: or, 
the Lord Hewtlon’s tranflation, 


Te Chriftians all I greeting fend, 
That theymay learn their fouls to amend 
By viewing of my Coblers end. 


2. 
Fi ft, co che new Lords J would give al/, 
Bie that ( likeme ) they’re like to fall, 
Though hearcle(s Fleetrrood has no gall. 
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3. 
Yer hedeferves this Legacy, 
ROPE take you all, well may Tery, 
Hou’re Murderers as well as I. 


4. 
And will chus(wry-neck)end your race, 
Since wilfulfal Murther hath no place 
In the late Parliaments A& of Grace. 


5. 
My Paring-Kuife Ve Lambert give, 
He may have ufe on’c ifhelive, 
For’s throat as well as his brow | believe. 


But Richard and Harry I have forgot, 
Shall I give them my Hammers ? Noy! will.not, 
For they did noc ftrike while ch’ Iron was hot. 


Ze 
Vane take my Bends, and Wilks my Clue, 
Atkins my Hofe of Saff-rn Hue, 
Bue Gregory faith my Clothes are his due. 


My Cu(viow will fic Q. Dowager Cromwell, (well, 
Whilf Shipton wifes Prophefie the doch thumb 
In Chair of State twill eafe her Bum well. 


8. 
For Oliver thou didft fee me on high, 
Jaim’d not at it, chough I winke of an eye, 
Yet | wifhnoc now co.come thee nigh. — 


, 10. 
For fure ere this thou’lc burn with chy Nofe, 
Which out of thy Noftrils Brimftone throwes, 
Would thou wert here to fingemy Foes. 


II. 
Thereis another Lord, chat’s Rich, 
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| Tocurethe City whole fingers did itch : 
| Buc only I wene thorough steed. | 


32. , 
And yet they fay I was out of my Trade 
| Whenas Phlebotomy | Made, 
| Some Chyrurgion co do’t ’de better have paid, 


| : le 

| Wi-looking death turn back thy fhafe, 
If Charon me over Styx fhould waft, 

Ie would difgrace our Gentle-craft. - 


| 14. | 
Pech? Good Old Caufe I craded Jl, 

Rut ine my Lordthip (meit fome ill, ; 
| Zomend it though, provd paft my skid B 


| 15- 

| Therefore to Tyburn I muft ride, 

| Alchough it sannoc be ‘deny’d, 

| Bue that Shave lived fingle eyd. 
6 


16. 
And if my Foes will domeright, — 

They'l fay , Ive fer the crooked fireight, 
Why chen J ama Man upright. | 


17. : 
| Iwith the Jury find it fo, 
Fokn Lilburus Jury would fayno, 
| Scicch up the Lord,ler the Cobler go. ad 
“38. ) ei 
But "cis no jefting matter | trow ? 
For Ican't laugh alchough you do; 
Yet may make awry-mouth, or fo, 
rohN¢y 

Before, whenwe debauche the Nation, 
We could have vouch’d our Reformation, 
By aaay or two of Humiliation. Baek 

| L} aq. Now 
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20, ais 
Now ’tis not currant Pay, for I 
Have wail’d my fins, and yee they cry, 


Hang him, he weeps but with one eye. 

















The Hangman’ laft Well and Teftament, 
iy with bis Legacy tothe Nine Worthies 
itt viz; Col. Lambert, Creed, ¢9*c. 





Have lived’to feefuch wretchednefle, 
[whe none bite Honefty are Crimes, 
That my Ropes are eurned into Rimes. 
| I and my Gallows groan. 
































| Things are {o carried ’cap't tellhow, 

at There's as many above till asare below, | 

a I have hang'd fuch in thirts as white as {now. 

iit : I and my Gallows groan, 





Oliver he lived by a Plot, 
The Parliament fits ftill, and why not ? 
And I fared well bya bow-knoe. 


Land my Gallows groan. 
Allmy delighe was in a Jayl, 


My eftate was got at a Carts tayl, 
I know not what thefe people ayle, 


Land my Gallows groan. 
| Oliver hea Coach would drive, 
i | ) Aud 
ee a , : 
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PartlT. KRampSongs: 149 
| And was honey in the Parliaments Beeé-hive, 
Neicherhe nor Ilov’dareprive. 

| Land my Gallows groans 





| I wifi thad had his Proteétors re, 

Pde have laid ic an earneft for a jeft, 

| But Sir Harry Vene’s worth all chereft; 

| Land my Gallows groan: 


| Thave chope off many a worthy Head, 
| And thanks co the Sheriffs have been well fed. 
Buc that | candock muftaever be fed, | 
Land my Gallows groans 


| Lambert { knew was troubl’d wich the yellows, 

| And more perplexed with his fellows. 

| Had J liv’d Vde cur'd him at the Gallows: | 
| 1 and my Gallows groan; 


Never was any fo bad as my Trade, 
The Nine Worthies would have made, 
Asa Drudge before fomething a Jade, — 
Land my Gallows groan. 





| But [had got nothing by thething, | i, 

| There’s indempnity againft the ftring, et 
But my heir may get by a forward Spring, 

: 3 Land my Gallows groan. 


| fee Fobw Lilburn at abar, 
And Sir George Booth that man of war, 
But could gec neitherin my Car. . 
) Land my.Gallows ov oat: 


Ll2 i clink, 































































iso = Rump Songs. Part II. 
I chink. che Ordinaries long Prayer, 
Hath fpoyl’d frequenting of my fair. 
Tul all long-winded R arethere, 
Land my Gallows groau. 








For halfthirceen pence half penny wages 
I would have cleared all the Twn cages, 
And you fhoyld have been rid of all che Sages. 
I and my Galiwws groan. 


There was much climbing among the Grandees, 
Yet they alli fee know the wood from the trees, 
And all co coufin me of my fees. 

a I and my Gallows groan. 


The High Court of Juftice was our ofufe, 
The Thieves and the Bench had madea Truce, 
For want of Authority, a leanexcufe. 

J and my Gallows grogs. 


"Twould vex any body to keep an Axe 
As long as there are any Alderman Packs, 
Or Deshorough eke with his wide Sacks. 
I and my Gallows groan. 


That Dackenfield, Packer, and Major Creed, 
Of my helping hand fhould havefuch need, 
When Iam not able to do the deed, 

7 I and my Gallows groan, 


Lambert would alfo borrow the Block, 

As well as my Lady did Olivers Cock, 

But likehim I muft patiently bear this mock. 

: I and my Gallows groan. 
Bleetwoe d 
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Fleetwood alfo lacks fome of my skill, 
| And ehat I can’c: do’t Folks cakeit ill, 
Pde hang umall, if }could have my will. 
I and my Gallows gross, 





Tis vain to look for old mens fhooes, 
|Elfe! had had Hezfox in a noofe, 
Bue my Succeffor:won’c him loofe.._. 
| >) Land my Galloms groan: 


| Tyburn was once in mourning clad, 
For a great Man, and alfo very fad, 
A full bunch will make you all glad. 
‘Tand my Gallows groas 
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4 Flymne to the Gentle Craft : or Hew- 











fon’s Lamentation, —— 
To the Tune of the Blind Beggar. 


Iften a while to what} fhall fay 
| £__Of ablind Cobler that’s gone aftray * 
| Ouc of che Parliaments High way, 
Good people pity the blind. 


His name you wot well is Sir Fobn Hewfon — 
Whom fintend'to fet my Mufe on, | 
As great a Warriour as Sir Miles Lew(on, 


| Good people, Cre. 
Hee'd now give all the fhooes inhis fhop 
| The Parliaments fury for to flop, att 
£13 Whip 
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Whip Cobler like’ ‘any Town-top, 
Good people, be, | 


He hath  been'in many a bloody field, 

And a fuccefsfull fword did wield, © 

Bue now at laft isforced to yield, 

if Good people,ec. 

Oliver made himafamousLord 

That he forgot his Cutting Bord, 

Bue now his Thred’ s twifted to a Cord, 
Good people, ere. 


Crifpin and he were nere of kin, 

The gentle Craft have a uoble Twin, 

But he'd give Sir Hughs bones to fave his skin, 
~ Good people, rc, 


Abroad and ae honre he hath cue many a Hide, 
A Dog and 2 Bell muft now be his Guide, 
They'l lath him (marcel ly on the blind fide, 

=f Good people, oe 


Of all his War-iike valiant Feats, 

Of his Calves leacher and his Neats, 

Let him peak Ln a himfelt when he repeats, | 
Good People Orcs 


I'le‘only spention one cxplolts 
For w ich when he begs, Pile give him a Doit, 
How he did the City Vex cand annoy "Ee sj 

| Good people, Oc. 


We marche into Loudon with Red-coat and Drum 
During the ti time we had.na Bums, | 
i Being 
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Being right for an Army asa Cows Thum, 
Good people, Oe: 


And ch@re hie did the Prentices meet, 

Who jeered him as he went chrough the fireet, 

But he did them very well-favouredly greet, 
Good people, Ore: 


Bears do agree with their own kind, 

But he was of {uch a eruel mind, 

He killed his Brocher Cob. before he had din‘d. 
Good people, @es 


He ftrutted then like a Crow ina Gutter, 
That no body durft once more Mutter 
The Capon-Citizens, ‘gam to Flutter, — 
Good people, oe 


Afcer he had them thus defeated, 
To his old Quarters he retreated, 
And was by Flectwood notablytreated, 

| Good people, &"c. 


He is for this 1 hear Indiced, 


- Though the Week before by chem. Invited, 


But Wife Men fay cheyhad as good as Shiced, 
| Good people, oe. 


He cares not for the Seflions a Lowfe, 

They reach not a Peer of the other Houfe, 

He’s frighted to fee that he is a Parliament 
choule, Good people, &c. 


And now hee’s gone the Lord knews whether, 
He and this Winter go together, 
Ll4 16 
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154 Ramp Songs. Part JI. 
Ifhe be caught he will loofe his Leather,‘ . > ° 
wee Ce Sie Good people, &c. 
H'ad beft get him in fome Countrey Town, 
And compamie keep with Desbrow the Clown, 
You feé how the World goes up and down. — 
yt NO DED es, Ee 
His Coach and his Horfes are gone to be loft, 
He muft vamp it and cart ic and thank chee mine 
There’s no more to be faid of an old Toaft, (hoff, 
| Good people, Oc. 
Sing Hi Ho Hewfon, the State nere went u prighe, 
since Coblers could Pray Preach, Govern and 





 Fighe 
We {hall fee what they’l do now y’are out of fight, 
| "Good people pity the blind. 





—<—_ 


The Rump Ululant : or Penitence per 
force. Being the Recantation of the Old 
— Aufiy-roguyzrebellious-rampant , and 
now rainous rotten-rofled RU MP. 
: Toghe T une of Gerrards Miftrifs. | 


“a Arewell 
Fal(é Honors, and ufurped Powers farewell, 
bey For che Great Bell | ; 
_ OF Suffice riggs in onr affcighted ears. 
Zhe Gripes i ‘ . 
* Of wounded Contcience far exceed all fripes, 
© Ma Sy hep Si Ver 
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Yet are {mall types, 
Of chofe fharp pains Rebellion juflly fears. 
See how 
Th’ unmasked people hifs us out of doors, 
And call us Knave. 
Becaufe though We, their Servants be, 
We made them but our Slaves. 
For fince 
We laid che Country waft like ravenous Bore, 
They feek our bloods, 
Our Hands 
Becaufe they prize their Liberties, 
But to devour their Goods. 
We dip’d in Royal blood, cotake his Lands — 
At our Commands, 
And made 3. Kingdoms headlefs at one blow. 


The ftrife 
We caus’d was chiefly cocut off his life, 
Wich curfed Knife; 
He chat was Vertues Friend, muft be our foe 
made 
Religion do our Drudgery to bafe Ends. 
But now we find, 
They that do fow pretences, mow 
A Harvett of the wind. : 
And now 
When clamorous vengeance calling for amends 
Begins our grief, 
Our Friend the Devil, with his Evill, 
Can give us no relief. 


Go fearch ( perch, 
All Lands beneath the Suns Scar-{pangied 
ne ean Een t You'l 





















































196 RoumpSongs. Part I. 
You'l find no Church 
Like ours,whilereverend Bijvops held che chair. 
But chofe ) 
We know with our defigns would never clofe; 
And therefore chofe 
¥n cheir fteads co (et up Extempore prayer. 
Poached Eyes, ( rers Nofe 
And words twang’d through a whining Le&tu- 
Did fill our Purfes, 
That many have Rings, and better things, 
Which now give only curfes. 
And thus (Gloze 
Hell was our Text, though Heav’n were our 
And Will our Reafon, 
Religion we made free'of Hocus trade, 
And voted Loyalty Treafon. 


Since we ( flee, - 
With wicked Armes have made the Crofier 
Errour is free 3 
To lay hernets,to make weak minds her prize, 
All Se&s, 
Schilmes curfed Herefies with ftubborn necks, 
Corrupt our Texts, 
And crane up Scripture to maintain their lyes. 
You fee 
Thecrop-ear’d Anabaptift fowing Tares 
In every ground, 
= Though che Piagues of War,wherever they are 
The Church and Seate confound, 
Sodo . 
The Roman Nofes vend their Popifh wares, 
By ewylighs ftills (fad, 
And the Quaker half mad, though he looks fo 
Grinds in the Jefuites Mill, Our 
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Our Drums (Plums 
Did drown our Procefs, and our Writs; our 
Bid kifs our Bums, 
We fent our Laws and Perfons co the Tower; 
From whence 
To be deliver’d, ’ewas in vain to fence 
By talking fenfes 
No Habeas Corpus inthe Court of Power. 
The Gown ~ 
Did ftoop the Reverend Velvettoa crew 
In (hore Red-coats, 
Who many a day, have made you pay, 
For cutting your own throats. | 
WVe rob'd | | 
The whole of Food to pamper out the few, i 
Exciz’d your Wares, 
And tax’d you round, fixpence the pound, 
And maffacred your Bears. 


But now 
Defpairs black clowds do hang Wpon our brow, 
For all do bow 
Their hearts to their ertie Shepheard, 
Charles their King. 
And we, 


: The Wolfifh Rulers now mutt Subjeéts be 
“To deftiny, 

And end our Fundoina fatal ftring. 

| Then learn 

: All future Traytors by our Tragick doom, 
| E’re’tis too late, 

: Left when you make Kingdoms to fhake, 

| You copy out your fate. 
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WVe know ( Room 
Our high affronts to Church and State make 
For us in Hell; 
Buc yet we'l hope, cill che fad Rope . 
Sayes bid che VVorld farewell. 


Facit indignatio virfum. 


The Haly Sifters. 











Ix of the Femal fex, and purer (e&, 
Had conference of late to this efle&, 
How they might change the Popifh Name of 
| Preaching ? | 
Then quoth che firft it thall be called Teaching. 
Jue fecondnewly warm’d with heavenly Nedar, 
Fell cocommend the facred name of Legure, 
The third not halffo learned, yee full as wife, 
Said, the like it beft co call’e The Exercife. 
Nay, quoth the fourth, the Brethren, as[ hear, 
Do termit Speaking in Northampton: (hire. 
The fifth with none of thefe yet did accord, 
Bue term’d it purely bandling of the Word. | 
Then, quoth the fixth (Standmg)a name moft fit; : 
For Preachers in che Pulpit feldome fic. , 
For Application chen, quoth they, we fear 
Our felves noe fufficienc th’ufe to bear, 
1 ill Nor to conceive the.meaning of fome man; 
Dey Nish Some able Brethren we muft have, who can, 
We) Being full of Spirit, Minifter fupply, 
And help °gainftour Carnal infirmity; - 
¥ Repeat 
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_Parel]. Rump Songs. 59 
| Repeat the Bufinefs, and all faules redreffe; 
Such, who with zealand heat can fally preffe 
The Point home, chat fo the Cafe being clear, 
We may remember’c {weetly many a year. 
And though in Concord Frailties we oft fall, 
The help of fuch good men will raife us all, 
By putting in New ftrengchand life, whereby 
_ Being edified, We grow and fruétifie. 
Thus che Six Sifters did ac laft con(ent, 
And fo deparced chence Incontinent. 





The Second Part of Saint George for 
Fneland. 


To the Tune of Jo drive the cold Winter awate 


IN| ee, the Rump is confounded, 
There’s an end of the Roundhead, 


Who hath been (ich a bane co our Neriox, 

He hath now plaid his part, 

And's gone out, like afart, - 

Together with his reformation, 

For by his good favour, 

He hath left a bed favour, 

But’s no matter, wee’l crufthim no more: 

Kings and Queens may appear 

Once again in our Sphere, 

Now the Kuaaves are turned out of door. 
And drivethe cold Winter avay. 


Scat, Nevil, and Vane, 
Wich che reft of that train, 
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Are into Oceana fled; 
Sir Artbar the brave, 
That's as errant a Knave,- 7 
Has Harrington's Rota in’s Head, ea 
But hee’s now full of cares 
Yor his Foals, and his. Mares, 
As when he was routed before : 
®ue | chink he defpairs, 
By his Armes, or his Prayers, 
To fet up the Rump. any more. 
: And drive the cold Winter away « 


i fhould never have thought, 
That a Monk could have wrought 
Such a Reformation fo foons 
That Houle, which of late 
Was the jaques of our State, 
Will ere long be a Houfe of Renowns 
How good wits did jump, 
Inabufing the Rump, 
Whilft the Houfe was pre(s’d bythe Rabble; 
But our Hercules Moxk , 
Though it grievoufly ftunk, 
Now hath cleans’d. that Augean ftable. 
And drive the cold Winter away. 


And now Mr. Prynne, 

Wich che reft may come in, 

And cake their Places again, 

For the Moufe is madefweet, 

For thole Members to meet, 

Though part ofthe Rump yet remain; 

Nor need they to tear, iba, 

Though the Breeches be there, af 
| Which 
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Which were wrong’d both behind and before, 
For he faith, ’ewas a chance, 
And forgive him this once, 
Ang He {wears he will do fono more. 
ee And drive the cold Winter away. 


SS SS 














Tis true there are fome, 
Who are ftill for the Bum, 
| Such Teres will grow up with the Wheat, 
And there they will be, cilla Parliamene come 
Zhat can givethem a total defeat : 
Bur yet Jamtold, 
That che Rumpers do hold, 
That the Saints may (wim with the tyde : 
Nor can it be Treason, 
But Scripture and Reafon, 
Still coclofe with the stronger fide. 


And drive thecold Winter away. 


| Thofe Lawyers o'th® Houfe, 
| As Baron Wild-goofe 
With treafon Hill, Whitlock, and Say, 
| Were thebane of Laws, 3 
| And our Good Old Caufe, 
|. And ’twere well iffuch were aways 
Some more there are to blame, 
Whom! carenottoname, 
That are Men of the very fame ranks, 
‘Mongft whom chere is ane, 
That to Devil Barebone, 
Por his ugly Petition gave thanks, 
And drive the cold Winter away. 
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But {hope by chis time, 

Hee’l confefs *twas acrime, 

To abet fuch a damnable crew, ° 

Whofe Petition was drawn 

By Alcoran Vane, 

Or elfeby Corbet the Few: 

By it you may know, | 

What the Ramp meant todo, 

And what Religion to frame; 

So ’ewas cime for St. George, 

That Ramp to dilgorge, 

And co fend it from whence it firft came, &c. 
Aud drive the cold Winter away. 


i Fae 
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A New Kick/haw for the qseafie Stomack — 
’ of Sathan and all thofe that fight under 


bis Banner. 
To the Tune of Cook Laurell. 


Yo pitifull Rimers now be you all dumb; 
Let ne Dames of the Dungiuill fing Ditties a- 
out Fgh 
St. George and the Dragon, and little Tom Thumb, 
With Wallingford Houfeand the Rumpare worn 
Here’s an Ola Polidra yo pleafant and new, (out. 
The Tayle of the State bad were [ach a Hogove. 
With abey dows down, Oc. 


Come liftlen you Cooks and leara my new Difh, 
*Tis chac thac will fill your Guefts bellyes with 
Jaugheer, "Tis 
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‘Tis a meat neither made of flefhnor fifh, _ 
But will makead! chat caft ic co lick their lips af 
Here’s an Ola, @c. ters 





Firft take you three Farts from the Parliaments 
~ Breech, | 
The head ofan Onion. to rubb on your Platter, 
The Hums and the Ha’s of Mr. Scot’s fpeech, 
Spoke twice co. no purpofe, afd mince not the 
Here’s an Ola, &c. (matters 


Take the Linings of Alderman Atkins his Hole, 

Some oth’ cobling Collonel’s Shooe-makers wag; 

The juyce of Tichburn's and Ireton’s Toes, 

Twill feetle your Stomacks, and ftrengthen your 
Here’s an Ola, Oc, ( Backs, 


Ifan Independent Sermon you hear, | 

Be fure you take-all that is (poke to the Texc, 

Some of my Lord Pride his Zeal for a Fear, 

And a Prayer by the Spirit made by chat Part 
Here’s an Ola, @. ( comes nexté 


Take Munfou's ehafte motions towards a Wench, 
The Sword of the Spirit handled by Gough, 

The fear of the Judges that fate on the Bench 
When the Head of chis Ifle by the Tayle was lope 
| Here’s an Ola, &c. ( off. 


Take all the old Speaker’s Honefty wholes 
For if it be leffen’d ’ewill prove little or none; 
And, if you have room; you may ftopup the hole 
With the Knighthood and Wifedem of Sir Fobs 
Here’s an Ola, ec. Chis sen. 
| Mm Take 
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Take one of Sir Arthur's paffionate dumps, 
Sic Harry Vane’s Harry Vane’s hearty Prayers for 
3 Monck, 
The froth of che Good Old Caufe worneto the 
flumps. 
And modeft Harry Martins difcourfe for a Punk. 
 -Here’s an Ola, &c. 





Of Publick Faith an Ounce if you can get it, 

Scew’d well in an Honeft Committee- mans skull, 

Then with the Coales of Hugh Peter’s Devotion 
beat it, | 

Twill give all che Devills in Hell Belly full. 

, Here’s an Ola, @&c. 


Take the Whites of a Puritans lifted-up eyes, 

And the Saffron engendred ona Presbyters gums, 

Mr William Lillye’s Aftrugolical Lyes, 

And the meditations of Salleway biting his 
Here’s an Ola, &c. Cehumbs. 


Of Lamtert’s Religion as much as a Nut, 
And of his Wive’s Honefty much thereabouc, 
With che (pirit chat movech holy Brethrento rut, 
And maketh che holy Sifters hold out. 

Here’s an Ola, &c. 


Sow itin an Excife-man’s Confcience well fear'd, 

And in a French-mam’s Codpiece 2. hours lee it 

Then ftrow it o’re with a Puritan’s beard; (ftew, 

’ Tis a Difh for che Devil and for his Dam coo. 
Here’s Olay Oreo ) 


Sut 
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Bue chen if ie want a Manto fay grace, 

It muft be done by one that’s a Sinner,’ — (place,' 

An Independenc Doctor juft curr'’d out on’s 

Muft needs be moft fic to give thanks for chis Dins 
ner. 
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England’s Triumph : or , he Rump 
Routed by a true Affertor of Englands 
Intereft,, General George Monk, 


A SONNET. 
To the Tune of, Fill up the Parliament full; , 


Hac makes the Souldiers 
To ftand to their Arms? 

Tis for what they profeft, 

Tokeep us from harmes, 
The Members fecluded 

Comes in by fwarmes | : 
To fill up the Parliament full, full, full, 

To fillup the Parliament full, me 


You know that the City Gates 
Late were thrown down, | 
The Walls too were order’d 8 
~ By Parliament frown ; 
Buc General Mak has pleas*’d 
Souldier and Gown. 
And fil'd up the Parliament full, full,full, 
And fill up the Parlioment full. Mm2 - & 

























































456 KUMP s ongs. 
Adilpuce chere was had 
By the Members fecluded, 
Brave Monk was the Umpire 
And found them deluded, 
But Exglands great joy 
is now wholly concluded : 
Wor be’s fill’d up the Parl. full, full, full, 
For bee's fill’d up the Parl. full. 


Sir Arthur che Valiant 

Muft make his Speech large, 
Left che Members Excluded 

Lay Treafon to’s Charge. 
Hee'd better have dealt 

With his New-caiile Barge, 
Then to fre the Old P. full, full, fall, 

Than to fee the old P. full. 


The Aldermen Grave, 
And che Commons o’th’ City 
Imprifoned were, 
The more is the pity, . 
Buc General Monk (aid, 
That I will acquit ye, 
Por the P. sow (hall be full, full, full, 
For the P. now fhall be full. 


Have you not feen 
Freth Flowers inche Springs 
And bave you not heard 
A Cage-bird to fing ? 
But if che Cage-Members 
Would bring in che King, —= 
Ut would fill up the Parl. full, full, full, 
At would fill up the Parl. full, The 
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T he Parliament now will 
Come inco their Geers, 
For Secluded P 
( That once loft his Ears ) 
Marcht in wich his Rapier 
For Commons and Peers, 
To fill up the Parliament full, full, {uil, } 
To fill up the Parliament full, | 





Whofe often Declaring e 
Has furnifhe the Nation 
With Parliament-Arguments 
Of the old Fafhion, © 
And would have both | 
King, Lords and Peers in this Nation 
To fillup the Parliament full, full, full, 
To fall up the Parliament full, 


Our brave General Monk 
We bound are to thank, 
The Honeft Lord Fairfax 
Has plaid ( too )his prank, 
Nothanks to be given 
To the Rump nar the Shank | » 
fo fill up the Parliament full, full, fall, 
To fill up. the Parliament full. 


Had the City ne’re mov’d, 
Nor the Prentices ftrove, 
They'd loft their Old Charter ; 
Bute MONK had alove 
To challenge the Grand Ones 
Which Milchiefs did move; 
And fo filld up the Parl full, full, full, ne 
And fofill’d up the Parliament fall. Mm3 Zé 
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The Parliament-Complment : or, the 
Re-admiffion of the Secluded Mem- 
bers to the Di/charge of their long vetar 
ded Trult. | 


Ci lnce fixteen hundred forty and'odd, » « ‘(rod 
1) We have found!y been Jafhed with ourown 
And we have bowed our felves:downata Ty- 

 ranes nod, Which no body can deny. 


Whe have feen a new thing call’da Council of 
Scate, 

Upheld by a Power that’s now out of date, 

Put to th’ Queftion, by th’ Members of Forty 
eight, . Which, &c: 


We have feen what we hope we fhall ne’r fee 
agin BET > _ 
Now Lambert and Desbrow are fnar’d in the gin, 


The tay] cunningly pieced unto the skin. 
HS ) Which, @c. 


A {word that has frighted our Laws out of doors 
A Back-(word I wor, chat muftcut fo no more, 
By the honous of Monknow quitcing chat {cores 
BERS <i on i. S| Which, Oc: 


A Vote lately called che Judgement o’ th’ Houfe, 
To be efteemed and reputed not worth aLoute, 
ss ‘ €4 Z a a } : é : ’ " And 
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And the Grandee of Portfmouth made a fine choufe 
: , Which, CC» 


We have feen an Affefsment , a thing for Taxes, 
Though the Common- wealth wane che private 
Waxes: 
Swords into Plowfhares, and {uch Bills into Axes, 
Which, @c- 


Another new ftory of Qualification, 

That belong’d to no honeft man of the Nation, 

Like the ill contrived Authors, quite out of fa- 
fhion, it hich, @c. 


Original fin was damnd by chat Law, 

The Son of a Cavalier made a fack-ftraw, 

To be chewed again by their ravenous Jaw, 
Which, ere, 


To fill up the Honfe, and co fhuffle the deal, 
New Writs iffued our, for their new Commion- 


weal, 
But it’s not.worth asking who 15’t payes the 
pay 
Seal, Which, rc, 


1 wonder who payes the late Parliament Printersy 
That Place they may hold as many Summers as 
Winters, | 
And with their Prefles were broken in fplinters, 
Which, OCs 


A great many Tray tors by them lately made, 
Makes Treafon be thoughe a Common trade, — 
Mm 4 Sir 
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Sir George Booth and Fack Lambert a while in the 
> tha le, Which ec. 


We fhall now fure give over that word fequefters 
Now che tail is cured of thac rankling fefter, 
The twentieth of April is much about Eafter, 

AD lal ets ea: Which, &c: 


How many thanks of che Houle ha’ been idely 
~~ {pence "5 
Upon people that fill have been Male-content, 
But they muft fall from chofe dainties in chis 
fhriving Lene, Which, ec: 


That honourable favour no more fhall be given 
To the fa&ious meric of a Party Hell-driven, 
Yor now our twenty years odds will be even, 

| : Which, oc. 


Then room for our Prifoners detain’d in the 
oe Tower, | 
And away with che new Lieutenants power, 
Who's minting the widdowed Good Old Cautes 
Dower, saath Which, &c. 


Sir George Booth thal! not think this a hie of fate, 

Nor Excufe his Keeper whofe ‘Warrant’s out’f 
We fhall fee them all cry Reccavi too late, (date, 
eS as Which, cs 


leven years Mi(chief, tumules and rage, (age, 

Are thef onely Memorials of this Comion-wealths 

And all to be thankt by Ho/fi-rigg the fage, 

Wa ata sip heen :  * W bich, &e. 
AR Let 
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Let our Liberty-keepers be chang’d.to Refforev, 

Let our Peace-carry Truth and Duty before her, 

Hee’s a Fool and a Knave that elfe: will adore, 
Which, @¢cs 


This Fanu-like freedom,though it pleafe not all, 

And aves fly doth look on the Scepter and Ball, 

Will fhut up bis Temple at next Common-hall, 
Which, ec. 


Then let's pray toGreat Jove, that madé Monk 
fo kind » 

To our defperace eftate, to put him in mind, 

With che ret ofour Worthies of the Great Thing 
behind, Whicth-no body can deny. 





The Cock-Crowing at the Approach of 
Free-Parliament : Or , 


Good news ina Ballot, 
More {weet to your Pallat 
Than Fig, Raifon, or Hewed Prune is: 
A Countrey wit made it 
Who ne’r got the Trade yet 
And Mad Tom of Bedlam the Tupe iz, 


i. 
M°r Wine Boy; to be fober 
AVA 4s foctith in my Opinion, 


When 


5 
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When fo near we do fee 
The day thae will free 
Three Kingdoms anda Dominion.’ | 
(and Scots, 
CHORUS. Then off with your Pots, Engli(h, Ivifh 
And loyal Cambro- Britains, 
From Lobfter-like jump — 
And the Head-playing Rump 
You'l foon bave an Acquittance. 
2. 
Though A7onk’s mind lyesinot open 
To every mind that’s bufie, 
A Free Parliament 
Is his intent, 
_ No Noll, nor Lambert 1s he. 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 
3: 
A Parliament untainted, 
( Away wich fecluded Members ¢ 
New flame it might make, 
Again to untake, : 
And ftir up rebellious Embers, ) 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 
Ae 
A Parliament of Members 
That in Blood and Effate are no {mall Boyes 
Zhe devilifh Rump-elves 
Are for none but themfelves, 
Thofe will be (like God ) for us all boyes. 
Cho. Thenoff with, &c. 


Such a Parliament more happy 
Then Fifhes will create you, 


Though 





F me: 
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: Though no trade you do drive 
But to tipple and fwave, 


You’l be plump in flefh and eftate too. 
| Cho. Then eff with, 8c. 
6 





A Hound anda Hawk no longer E 

Shall be cokens of difaffeétion,. or 
A Cock-fight fhall ceafe ! 
To be breach of the Peace, 

‘And an Horfe-race an Infurredtion, 

Cho. — Then off with, &c. 


The Stages to their biedotn 
Shall be reftored foon after, 
And Poets like Lictors | | 
Shall fcourge our Afflt&ors,: 3 } 
And make our old Suffrings our Langhter, \ 
Cho Then off with, &c. | 





W p—— fhall be che Mafter 
O’th’ Revells (for’s contrition, )) 
Bis Hiftrio-mafty x 
Was one of his rafh tricks, | 3 
E’r his early circumcifion. 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 


9: i 
We'l preach and pray’chout canting, 
In a Language Heaven knows better 
Than ah Lord repeating, 
And Hum and Ha bleating 
With calves of che Lips in the Letter: 
Cho. Then off with, Kc. 


10, Wee'l 
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20. : 
Wee'lno more to enflave us 
Wear Chains, but to boaft our Riches, 
We Lobfters will eac, 
And not be their meac, 
When the righe Rump wears the Breaches: 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 
2 See 
All Nations thall adoreus, 
Stiff Don at our foor fhalleumble, 
The Dutch-men fhall fear us, 
And ail to Mijn Here us; 
And French cry votre tres-humble. 
Cho, Then off with, &c. 
12. 
The Citizens fhall flourifh, 
Lord Maiors, when the office expires, 
Shall a Knight-hood obtein, | 
If chey’re not of the ftrain 
OFExcife, nor Church-land Buyers. 
Cho. Then off with, Sc. 















































13. 
‘This London had effetter 
E’r now, and honour had got.fo, 
But for Knaves Ireton | 
And Titchburn were known, 
| When the Drugiter’s Son was not fo. 
Wal Cho, Then off with, &c. 





14. 
Rach year fhall bring a harveft 
Toth’ Plough-man, who was vext ill 
i When but every fourth year 
By the Tax-Calendar 
4 Te. came like the Biffextile. 
| Cho. Then off with, &c. fs 
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| ES. 
| His Rene he fhall pay duly, 
| Norto {pend hall he wane his’groate’rs 
His Landlord fhall be 
_ Of his Beer co him free, 
And of’s flefh co his Wife and his Daughter. 
| Cho. Then off ser 8c. 
I 


But now my furious fancy 


| A Proje& is conco&ing 


When God fhall] have fent 
A crue Parliament, 


| What a Rope fhall we do with this mocking ¢ 


Cho. Then off with, &c. 


| 17. 
| Like Mare with dock co th’ Manger, 


To fhew it no cheat at al} is 
Ic like one doth appear, 
But it is none, and where 


| The head fhould have been, the tail is: 
Cho. Then of with, &e. 


19. | 
| Or we'l fend for the Ghoft of Lorrel!, 


Who choakt fo neatly che Peak-feaft, 


And hee’! Carbonado 
Te with lictle a-doe, 


| To makethe Devil a Breakfaft. 
| Cho. Then off with, &c. 


20. 


| re) 
We read of a Rump in St. Aufin, 
| That ¢ before this of sate out-went all, 


Which founds did let fly 
As articularly, 
As ifit had a Lenthal 


Cho, Then off with, &c; 21 Bue 
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Bue nere poor Rump was ficked 
Like this by wits, and no wits. 

Nor ever was game 

So fic as this fame 
To enter and flefh young Poets. 
Cho. Then off with, &cs 

21. 

More good things I could utter, 
But now I find by a token, 

That the play will begin, 

And good fortune come in 
E’r che Prologue be quice {poken. 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 

22. 

Charls Wanes’s ore the new Chimney, 
The Suns near our Horizon, 

The Fowles of the night 

Are taking their flight, 
Ere Chefhire prey they feize on. 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 


23. 
Wee'l driak and pray no longer 
For the King in myftical fafhions : 
Bue with Trumpets found 
His Healch {hall go round, 
And our Prayers be Proclamations, 
Cho. Then off with, &c. 
Z4e 
Now Iockey, Teag, and Shenken, 
Shall boaftno more of St. Andrew, 
St. Patrick, or $e. Davie, 
But St. George, who, to fave ee, 






*Gainft Dragon-Rump like a mandrew: Cho 
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§ che] Weide xo€ Scots, 
i Chorus, Then off with your Pots, Englife Irith and 
| And loyal Lambro-Britains, 

: From Lobjter-like jump, 

| And the Headplaying Rump 
Yow'l foon have an Acquittance. 


i! 
f 


ee 


Saint George and the Dragon. 


To the Tune of, Old Souldjour of the Quecens,&c. 


Ews, News: ~-- Here’s the Decurrences 
and a new Percurtus : 
A Dialogue beewixe Haflerigg che bafled, and Ar. 
| thur che furious : 
| With Iretons readings upon Legitimate and Spu- 
110M, 
| Proving that a Saint may be the Son ef a Whoresfox 
the fatisfa&tion of the curious. 
froma Rump infatiate as the Sea, 
Libera nos Domine. 


Here's the true reafon of che Cities infatuation : 

dreton has made it drunk with the cup of aborsina= 
£20n ¢ 

That is, ---- the Cup of the Whore, after che Geneva 
interpretation : 

Which, with che Juyce of Tichburn’s Grapes, muft 
needs caufe Intoxication. 

froma Rump, &¢. 


oy e 
Hene’s 
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Here's che Wbipper twhipt--by a friend to George, | 
that whipe Jack, chat whipt the Breech, | 
That whipt the Nation, \as long as be Could fland over | 
it > +=. After which | 

Ic was it felf Re--jerk’d , by che fage Author of this 
Speech ‘ | 

Methinks a Rump fhould go as well with a Scotch fpur, 
a with a Switch. 

From a Rump, &c, 


This Ramp hath many a Rotter and anruly Member, 

Give the General the Oath, eryes ones ~-= (but his 

Conicience being a little tender, ) 

Vil Abjure you, with a Horfe-pox, quoth George,-- 

and make you remember 

The ’Leaventh of February, longer than che Fifth 
of November. 

From a Rump, &c. 


Wich that --- Monk leaves ( in Rump affembled ) = 
the three Ejtates. | 
But oh,--how the Citizens huge’d him for break- 
ing downs their Gates, 
For tearing up their Pojtes and Chaines , and for 
clapping up their Mates, 
( Wheu they faw ,that be brought them Plafters for 
their broken Pates. ) ~' 
From a Rump, &c. 


In truth, chis ruflle put the Town in great difor- 
der, 


Some Kuaves in Office ) furil’d, om expecting 
‘Twauld go furders 


But 
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But at the laft---my life on’t, George is no Rumpery 
---faid che Recorder: 

For there never was either Honeff man, or M.nck, 
of that Order. 





From a Rump, OC. 


And fo it prov’d, for Gentlemen, {ay es the General, 
P'lj make you amends; 

Our Greeting was a little untoward , but we'll part 
Friends, 

A litle time fhail thew yotf which way my Dedign 

tends, 

And that , befi des the good of Church and State, & 

have wo otker ends. 
From a Rump, Ore 


His Excelence had no fooner pafs’d this Declaras 
tion and Promife, 

But in fteps Secretary Scot,————=_ the Rempps main 
Thomas, ag 

With Luke, their lame Evangelift ——(che Dee 
vil keep um from us, ) 

To thew Monkwhat precious Members of Church and 
State the Bamm ha’s. ; | 

From a Rump, Orcs 


And now comes the Qupplication of the PPMS 
bers under the tan, 
Nay, My Lord, ( cryes ibe Brewers Clerk) good ss 
Lord, --- for the love of God, 
Confider your felf, Wy ~~» and chis poor Nation, and 
that Zyrant atroads 


Nn Don's 
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Don’t leave us:———but George gave hima Shrugg, 
inftead of a Nodd. 
From a Rump, Oc 


This mortal Silence was followed with a moft hi- 
deous Noyfe 

Of Free-Parliament Bells, and Rutwp-confounding 
Boyes ¢ 

Crying, Gueld che Rogues, Singe their Tayles —m. 
when wich alow Voyce; 

Fire and Sword, by chisLight,cryes Tom,lee’s look 
to our Foyes, | 

| From a Rump, &c. 


Never were wretched Members in {o fad a Plight : 
Some were Broyl’d, --- fome Toaged, others burnt 
out-right, ; 
Nay againit Rumps fo Pittyleffe was their Rage and 
. Spite, 
That not a Citizen would kif bis Wife that Night. 
From a Rump, &c, 


By chis time, Death,and Hell appear'd in the ghaft- 
y Looks 
Of Scot, and Robinfon; ( thofe Legifletive Rooks ) 
And it muft needs put the Rump moft damnably 
off che Hooks, | 
To fee, that when God has fent Meat, the Devil fhoubd 
fend Cooks. | 
From a Rump, @c. 


But Providence, their old Friend, brought thefe 
Saints off, at Laft, 
























































id 


besemapneres 
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| And ehrough the P:ks and che Flames, un-difmeme 
: bred they pak, | 

| Although ( God wot ) with many frugliugs, and 
. much Haff, be 

| (For--- Members, --- or no Members was but a 
| mealuring Caft) 








RESTO! RR 





From a Rump, &¢. i 


Being come to Whitehall; = there's the dittal | 
mone : | | 
Let Mork be Banin'd , eryes Arthur ,-ina terrible 
.tone: 
That Traytor : and thofe Cikoldly Rogues that 
fet himh on. i | 
( But, cho’ che Kaighe Spits blaod,’cis obferv'd chat 2 
he Draws noite; | 





Froma Rump; Oc. 


The Plague Bawle you, cryes Harry Murty, you 
have brougie us to thisCondicion, 
_ Yon tuft be canting, and be Pox’d, --- with your 
Bare-bones Petition,” A . 
And take inthat Ball-beaded , [playefooted Member 
of (Circumcision, , 
That Bacon-facrd Fem, Corber sthat Son of Perdition. 
| | Froma Rump, &¢: 


Then in fteps Driv’ling Mounfon,, to také up the 
Squabbles — | 
That Lords which firftezughe the u(@ of the Weod- 
den Dagger, and Laddle, 
He, -—— that out-does Jack Pudding, at & Cftard, 
oraCaudle.. 


Naa Aria, 


“Sheds 
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And were the Beft Foo! in et ih > bre that he 
wants a Bauble, 


From a Rump, @c. 


More was fatd, tolitele Purpofe; the next News, 
isa Dectaratton 

From the Rump for a F}2e¢: tafe, according to 

che Wovenant of the Nation, 

And a Ff ace-Parliament, under Dath, and Qua- 
liffcationt, 

Where none. fhall be Eleé, but Members of Repro- 
bation. 


Froma R- mp; @¢. 
u 


Here’s che Dail Ftek’n;-« Piece adted lately with 
great applause, 

With a plea fox the Waerogative sByeecb, val 
the Good Old Caufe : 

Proving , that Rumps; and Members are antienter 

than Laws : 

And that 2 Bumme Divided, isnever the worfe 

for the Flawes: 
From a Rump, @c.* 


But all ¢hings have their Period, and Fate, - 
An AG of Parliament diffoloes a Rump of State 
Members grow weak; and Tayles themfelves runs out 
of Dates 
And yet thou thait not Dyes (Dear Breech ) chy 
Fame Jl celebrate. 
From a Rump, cs | | 


Flere lies a Packof Cheats, that did their Sols, and | 
Country Sell | 
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| For Dirt: The Devil was their good Lordy him they 
| ferv’d well; 
By his Advice, they Stood, and Aged; and by his 
Prefident chey fel’, 
( Like Lucifer ) making buc one ftep berwixe Heg- 
ven, and Hell. 
From a Rump infatiate as the Sea, 
Libera nos Domine. 





A Free.P arliament Letany. 


To the Tune of, 47 old Souldier of the Queens; 


I. 
Ore Ballads; —— here's a {pick--and=-(pan 
N new Supplication; 
By Order of a Committee for the Reformation, 
To be read in all Churehes and Chappels of chis 
Nation, 

Upon pain of Slavery, and Sequeftration. 

From Fools and Knaves, in our Paliament-free 

Libera nos Domine. 


a 
From thofe that ha? more Religion, and leffe 
Contcience than their Fellows; 
From a Reprefentatiye, chat’s fearfull, and jealous; 
From a ftarting Jadifh People, chat is troubled 
with che yellows, 
And a Prieft chac blows the Cole-— (-a Turd in 
the Bellows. ) 
From Fools and K nay es, &c. 


Nn 3 From 
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From Shepheards,, na Jeade their Flocks into 
the Briers; | 

And then, Fleece‘um.—— F om Vow-breakers, || 

and Kzng-tryers: 

Of Gburch and Crown-lands from both Sellers and 
Buyers : 

rom the Children of him, that’s the Father of 

Lyers. 


E 


From Fools and Knaves, ec. 


rf 4 
From the De@rine and Difeipline — *Sedgewick, 
«Of ¥ now, and anon; i 
Prelerve ity, and our wives: from l| Iohn a Nokes. 
i John T. & Saint tT John T Iohn a Styles, 
Like Mafter, like Man, every way 
but one: 
The Mafter has a large Confcience and.the Man 


has none. 
es om oF ools and Knaves, ec. 





From Major Generals, Army -- Officers;and 
~ thac Pi nanatique Crew : 
From tl the Parboy! dF imp Scotsand from Good- face 


the ia M 
F; “om old M: ldmay, that in Cheap| fide * Repulfed by 4 
“miftook hr * Queue, ey Citizens wife. 


And i ron him that wont Pledge——— give the 
: Dit vil his due. 
From F ools and Knaves, ee, 
6. 
From long-winded ° “peeches , and not 2 wile 
ve wore 1, 
From a Gofel- Mini ifry fetled by th’ Sword, 
: From 
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From the A& of a Rump, that ftinks when’cis 
ftir ds 
From a Knight of the Poff, and a Cobling Lord, 
From Fools and Knaves, @c. 


i 7- 
From all the Rich People that ha’ made us Poors 
From a Speaker that creeps to the Houle bya 
Back-dore: 
From that Badger Robinfon, (that limps, and - 
bites fore: ) 
And that dog ina doublet Arthur, ————that will 
do fo no more 
From Fools and Knaves, @"¢- 


From acertain Sly Kuave with a Beaftly name: 

Froma Parl’ment chat’s wilde,and a People that’s 
tame - 

From Skippon, Titchbourne, Ircton, ——~ and a- 
nother of the Same 5 

From a Dunghill Cock, and a Hen of the Game. 
Sie From Fools and Knaves, &c. 


9. 
From all thofe that fate in the High Court of 


Juttice; 
From Ufurpers , that ftile themfelves the Peoples 
Truftees; 
From an old Rump, in whichneither Profit nor 
Gutt is; 
And from che recov’ry of that which now in the 
Duft is. 
From Fools and Knaves, ¢. 
EL SIO 
From a back-fliding Saint, that pretends t’ Ac- 
quielces 


No “f From 
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From ¢crofling of Proverbs (lee °am Haygthat 
confefs ) 
From a Snivelirg Cafe na Pontifical dregs ; 
And ewo|| Lawyer’s, with the Devil, f 
And his Damm in a mefs. 
ass Hepls and Knaves, rc. 


Facks both. 


From thofe that trouble the Waters co mend the 
Fifhing; 
And fight the Lord’s Battels, under the Devill’s 
'  Commiffion : 
Such as. eat up the Nation, while the Govern- 
menc’s 2 Difhing, 
And from a People when it fhould be Doing 
ftands Withing. 


brine Fools and Knaves, &c. 


From an everlafting Moek. Padimenness and 
from none; 

From Straffords Old friends, ——~~ Harry, Zick 
-and Fobn . 

From the Sollicitorts Wolfe Law, deliver our 

| Kiug?s Sonne: 
And from the Refurrection of the acanp that is 
nish dead and gone. — 
From Fools aud Knaves, &c, 


13 
From Foreigne Invafion and Commotions at 


Home, 

From our prelent Diftrsdtion, and from worfe to 
come : 

Fr rom the fame hand again » Smeéhymuuus or the 


Bumme : ‘ 





And 
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And from taking Geneva in our way'co Rome. 
| From Fools and Knaves, &c. 


Pe Et. eri 
| From a Hundred thoufand. pound Fax, to main- 


| 


tain Knaves and Whores’: 
C Bucic is well givento Thee, chat eurn'd Thofe 
out,of Dores ) 
From undoing our Selves, in plaftring old Sores : 
He that fet chem awork, let him pay their Scores. 
: from Fools and Knaves, &c. 


oe 
From Saints, and Pat tne oe: in Buff; 
From Mounfon in aFome; and Haflerig ina Huff; 
From both Menand Women chat chink they ne- 
ver have Enough, 
And from a Fools Head that looks through a 
Chain and aRuf. 


From Fools and Knaves, &c. 


16. 
From thofe chat would divide the Gen’ral and 
the Citty; 
From Harry Martins Whore, that was neither 
Sound nor Pretty; 
From a Faion, that ha’s neither Brain. nor Piteys 
From the Mercy ofa Phanatique Committee. 
From Fools and Knaves, ec. 


17. | 
Preferve us good Heaven from intrufting thofe, 
That ha’ Much to Get, and Little to Loofe; 
That Murther’d the Father, and the Son would 
Depofe. 
( Sure they cann’t be Our Friends, that are their 
} Countrey’s Foes, ) 
From Fools aud Knaves, ec, 


18. From 
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18. 
From Bradfhawe’s Prefumption, and from Hoyle’s 
elpairs; 

From rotten Members; blinde Guides; Preaching 
Aldermen; and falfe May'rss 

From Long Knives, Long Eares, Long Parlia- 

ments, and Long Pray’rs, 
In mercy to this Nation, 
and our Heirs: 


Deliver us 





From Fools and Knaves, éc. 
Libera nos Domine. 





A Dialogue betwixt TOM and DICK : 
the former a Country-man, the other 4 
Citizen: Prefented to bis Excellency 
and the Council of State, at Dra- 
pers-Hall in London, March 28. 
1660: 


Tothe Tune of I’le never love thee more. 


Jom, WW TOw would I give my life to fee 
This wondrous Man of might. 
Dick. Doftfee that Folly Lad? That’she; 
le warrant him hee’s Right. 
There’s a true Trojan mm his face < 
Obdferve him o’re and o’re. 
Dick. Come Toms If ever George be Cafe, 2 
Ne r truft good-fellow more. § Sao 
e's 
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Hee’s.none of that Pharitaftique Brood, 
That Murcher white chey Prays 

That Truffle and Cheat us for our Good; 
(All ina Godly way, ) 

He drinks no Blood, and They no Sack | 
Incotheir Gues will poure. i 

But ef Georse does not do the veins Cho. 
Ne'v trujt good-fellow more. 


a 


His quiet Con‘cience needs no Guards 
Hee’s Brave, buetull of Pitty.; 
dom. Yet by your leave he knock’d fo hard, 
H’ad like ¢ awak’d che City. 
Dick: Fool, ’Twas the Rump that let a Fart, 
The Chaines and Gates it tore, | 
But tf George bears not a tvue ating Ci , } 
Nev truft good-fellow more. Sameage 


I EI OI I 


Tom. Your City blades are cunning Rooks; 
How rarely you collogue him ? 
But when your Gates flew offthe Hooks, 
You did as much be-rogue him. 
Dick, Pugh—— ‘Twas the Rump did only feel 
The blows A City bore, 
But if George ben’t as true as Steel, > _. 
Ne’r truft E ondsfellaw more. ¢ Cho, 


Jom. Come, by this Hand, wee’) crack a quart, 
Thou'le pledge his health; I trow. 
Tom. Tope boy, Dick----— A lufty difh my heart, 
Away wot; Tom——— Let it go. 
Drench: me you flave ina full Bow], 
‘ Pil cake’t and ’cwerea (core, 


Nay, 
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Dick, 


TOM, 


Dick. 


Tne 


Dick, 


Diek. 
Tow, 


Dick, 


Tom, 
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Nay, if George be'nt a hearty foul,r c He 
Ne’r truft Good-fellow more. 3 : 


But hark you, Sirrah, we're too loud, 
Hee’l Hang us by and by. 
Me’thinks; he fhould be vengeance Proud? 
‘No more than Theee or I. 
Why then le give him the beft Blade 
That e’re the Bilbo wore. 
if George prove not a Bonny Lad, 
/ Ne’re sats Good-fellow more. $ ine 
Twas well he came, we'd mawl’d the Tail. 
———— We’veall thrown up our Farms, 
And from. the Musket to-the Flayl, 
Put all our Menin Arms. 
The Girles had ta’ne che Members down, 
Ne’re faw fuch things before. 


If George [peak not the Town our own, 
Ni’re truit Good-fellow more, 





bCho. 


But prethee, are the Folk fo mad? 
So mad fayft ? Theyre undone, 
There’s not a Benny to be had, 
And ev’ry Mothers Son 
Muft fight, ifhe intend to eat, 
Grow Valiant now he is Poor. 
Gome--yet if George don’t do the feats Ch 
Ne're trujt Good-fellow more, re 





Why Richard,’tis a Devilith thing, 
We’re not left worth a Groat. 
My Doll hasfold her Wedding-ring, 
And Sve has pawn’d her Coat, 
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| Diok, 


| Tom. 





Dick, 
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The Sniv’ling Rogues abus'd our Squire, 
And called our Miftrifs Whore. 

Yet 1f George don't what we require, 
Ne’re truft Goodefellow more. 


By this good day; did but Speak, 
They took my Py-ball’d Mare; 

And put the Carri’on Wench to th'(gueak: 
( Things go againft the Hair. ) 

Our Prick-ear'd Cor’nel looks as bigg 
Seill, as he did before. 7 

And yet if George don’t hum his Gigg, 2 CI 

Ne're tru Good-fellow more, ia 


"Faith, Tom our Cafeis much at one; 
We're broke for want of Trade; 

Our City’s baftied and undone, 
Betwixr the Kump and Blade. 

We've emptied both our Veins & Baggs 
Upona F2&ious Score, 

If George compafsionnot our Raggs 


Ne’re trujt Good-fellow more, i Cho. 


Tom.But what doftthon think fhould be theCaufe 


Whence all thefe Mifchiefs (pring ? 


Dick Our damned breach of Oaths and Laws; 


Our Murther of the King. 
We have been Slaves fince@barls his reign, 
We liv’d like Lords before. 
H George dr fetal rics gaits hg 
We're trujt Good-fellow more. 


» Our Vicar ——(And hee's one that knows ) 


Told me once, ——— 1 knaw what.—— 
And 
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Dick, 


Tome 


Dick. 
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( And yet the Thiefis woundy Clofe ) 
‘Tis all che betters That 

H’as coo much Honefty and Wit, 

To let his Tonguerun ore; 


If this prove not a luck y bt 
Ne're truft Good-felloxy not t Chorus: 








Shall’s ask him, what he means to do ? 
—— ‘Good faith, wich all my heart; 
Thou mak’ft the better Leg o’th’ Two: 
Take Thou che Better part: 
W’e follow, if choul’e Jead the Van: 
pee ay ~~ Pe march before. 
If George prove not a gallant man, 
Ni*re trad F opdefelval Oleh Chor. 





My Lord;—-—= in Us the Nation craves 
But what you're bound to do. 


[OU meee We have liv’d DrudgessRic.——And we 


Both. 


We would noe dye fo too, 
Reftore us but our Laws agen; 
Th’ unborn (hall thee adore ; 

If George denies us bis Amen, 


Chorus 
Ne’re trujt Good-fellow mere. | 
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eA Palm of Mercy. 


| Ufula , (who ery’s Ends of Gold and Sile 
ver ) reads, and all the Sifters fing. 


Part LI, 





Tothe Tune of, Now thanks tothe Powers below! 


Sing it in the Nofe. 


Wi a Reprobate crew is here, 
Who will not have Fefis Reign ? 
But fend all our Saints 
To Bonds and Reftraint, 
And kill’um again and again ? | 
Let's rife ina holy fear, 
And fight for our heavenly King; f 
We will ha’ no power 7 | 
- But Vane in the Tower 
 Torule usin any thing! ; 
Come Sifter, and fing 
An Hymne to our King, 
Who fitteth on high Degree; 
The Men at Whitehal/, 
And the wicked thall fall, 
And hey, thenup go We. 
A Match, quoth my filter Joyce; 
Contented, quoth Rachel toa; ; 
Quoth Abigale, yea, and F ath, verily, 
And Gharity, let ’t be fo, 





Que 
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Our Monarchy is the Fift, 
Shall laft for a choufand yearss 
O’th’ wicked on earth 
There fhall bea dearch, 
When Fefus himfelf appears ! 
And we are the Babes of Grace, 
The fruits of an holy Seeds 
For old Father Canz 
( That Reverend man ) 
Begat us in Word and Deed. 
The earth is our own, 
For Title chere’s none, 
But in the right Heirs of Sions 
Then let us be free, 
For verily we 
No King ha’ bat Fudab’s Lion. 
Tis verity, quoth old Foane, 
And Sooth, quoth my fifter Prue, 
Tis mani‘eft truch,quoth mortified Ruth, 
And cae Gofpel.is fo, fay’s Sx. 


Pare IE: 


The Bifhops and Bells hall down, 
For we have an holy Call; | 
The Saints are beyond 
AllOrder and Bond — 4: 
Of ducy co Prietts of Baal. i 
Their Pipes aad Organs tao,’ 
Their Superftitious Shire, iy 
Their Canons ard Bulls, : 
( To cozea poor Gulls, ) 
Wee'le crample’um in che Dirt. 
No Ordinance fhall 
Command us all, 
te For 
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| Par 
For we are above their thrall. } 
We care not a Straw 
| For Reafon or Law3 
| For Confcience is all in all. 
Ay marry, quoth Agatha, 
And Zemperance, eke alfo, 
Quoth Hanna, it’s juft, and Mary ic mug 
And {ha}! be, quoth Grace, | trow. 
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The Steeple-houfe Lands are ours, 

Kings, Queens, Delinquents coo, 
And Fames’s and al! 

The Coure at Woite- fal, 
And Somerfet-houfe allo. 
For The’balds it is our right, 

And Marrowebon-Parkco boot, | 
And Eltham's our own. 
Ac Endfield there’s none, : | 

But our felves chat fhall grub a roor, 

And Greenwich fhall be 
For Tenements, free | 
For Saineto poffels Pell-mell. 
And where all the Spore | 
|s at Hampton Court, 
Shall be for ous felves to dwell. 
Tis blefled, quoth Bathfheba, 
And Clemence, w’ ar’ allagreed; 
°Tis right, quoth Gartrude, and fie fay’s 
; ( {weet Fude. 
And Thomafine yea indeed, 








For Husbands we {hall have have none, 
But Brothers in purity ; 


Oo 
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We will not be Wives 
And tye up our Lives 
To Villanous flaverys 
Bue couple in love and fears 
When mov’d by the fpirit tote; 
For chere is. no fin 
To let a Saint in, 
When he has the graceto do’r, 
And thus are we caught, 
No folly is wrought, 
When Brothers will execile, 
Both K. fit and Hills 
( No Printer of Bills ) 
Have prov’d it in ample wile, 
Tis true. quogh Elizabeth, 
And ’tis very good, quoth Prisg 
And Aquila too willhave it. be fo, 
And fo will my Sifter S#. 


What though the King Proclaim’s 
Our Meetings no more fhall bes 
In private we may 
_ Hold foreh the right way, 
And be, as we fhould be, free, 
Our Husbands wee make believes 
We go but co take the aires 
Or vifit a Nurfe, 
And lighten cheir Parle 
‘Witha liccle diflembling Prayer. 
Ov if chevy be croffe, 
( Let he ftand co the Joffe ) 
We eae our Apprentice 55 
(By writing a Dafh, : 
To cogea the Calh,)} 
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Parelt, “ Restap Seg! 
And make’um meer Novices. 

Ob very weil (aid, quoth Con, 

And fo will Ldo, fay’s Franck. 


Aid Mercy cry "SIs ‘and Mat, veally, 
And \'m 0’ thae mind, queth Lbank, 
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| Weel cut offche wicked Rout, | 
And bath us'all in cheir Blondes ee 
Thetr Houfes and Land 
Wee'l have at Command. | 
And cottimon upon their Goodss | 
No mortal King nor Priett, 
No Lord, ior Duke wee’l have, 
Wee'l grind” um to Grift, 
| And live as we lift, 
And we will do ‘wonders braves 
Come Dorcas and Cloe, | 
With Logs and Zoe. ; | 
Yourig Letice and B.terice and Janes | 
Phill, Dorothy, Mawd, - 
Come troup it abroad; | 
For now is our time to reign. 
Sa, fa, quoth my fifter Bab, 
And Kill” um, quoch Marverys 
Spare none, cry’s old Tib, nor quartér 
| ( fay's 528; 
And leey:! for our Monarehy. 


Let's all cake the Sacrament, 
That we to each other be true, 
And kill without pity 
in Country and City, 
The wicked ungodly Crew, 
We'l favour m0 Sex; nor Ages fe 
Oo2 i) 
















































198 ReampSongs. Parr El. 
No Quality, nor esis | 
But all {hallco Por, 
Both Englifh and Scot, 
‘That hinder our Liberty. 
The Maior of the Town, 
(That terrible Browz, ) 
And Cox and che Captainzail, 
Wee'l torture and fly 
Ina mercilels way, 
And mince*um, like herbs} as fmall, 
Ay, thatis the way, quoth Emm, 
Quoth Phabe, we th fhalls 
Say’s Lucy, cis well; quoch Jyltan ue 
CNell 
“Twill make us amend for all. 
































A Loyal Wil. 


What Faith, Hope, and Charity, 
= Festi in Truth profels,’ 
Ry Germanie’s Woe, : 
And our Rebels || here too, ll or, Siffers, Utrum, 
Well may we domorethan gues —horum,barum. 
Th’ ar? juft like Gadarens Swine, 
Which the Devils did drive and béewitch ! 
An Herd, fet on evil, 
Will run tothe Devil, © * Brains 
And’s qe) when eheit * Tails do itch ; 
The lec um runon! 
Say’s Ned, Tom,and lobun : 
Ay ‘let *°um be hang’d, quoth Mur! 
Th’ar’ mine quoth old Nick, 
wet And 
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And take ’um fayes Dick, 


And well come! quoth worfhipfull Dax: 
And God blefs. King Charles:, quoth 


(George, 

And fave him, fay’s Simon and Sill, 

{, I, quoth old Colejand each toyal Soul, 
And Amen, and Amen, cry’s ll. 


The Edoneft Mens Refolution. 


But what, fhall we doe with our Wives, 
That fisk up and down the Town ? 
And one is for Bewles, 
And tother for Knowles, 
But all againft Cox and Brown? 
They cheat us all with their looks, 
And fnivell and {not by roate : 
And nothing but {qeak, 
For Venner and Feakes 
And fora Lac’d Morning-Coat, 
For fuch a Bell-dam, 
Sayes Sylas and Saw, 
Let’s havean Italian Lock ! 
No, no ! Ie’s far better, 
Quoth Robin and Peter, 
To take’um all down ith’ Dock | 
Buc that will not do, fayes Nump, 
Then nothing,fayes Roger and Raph! 
Let’s lay ‘um, fayes Nat, and (play um, 
( fayes Wat, 
And then we fhall make ’um fafe. 





But 






















































































200° «=. Ramp Songs. Pare Il. 
But, Faith, y’are all owt eth’ way! | 
The Sifters have fuch a Trick ! 
No Inftrument will 
Séclude ‘um from ill, 
But ftill againft P——'s,they’l kicks 
What thall wedo then? quoth Hall, 
Let’s cope tip their Lecherie! 
Sayes Rowland we mays | 
Be Mafters, that way. & Theophilus. 
Bue will not laftlong, qnoth * The. 
What fhall we do then, 
Quoth Cuthbert and Beny. 3 
~~ Lee’s do’um like men, quoth Dan, 
Let’s fillup their Chincks, 
Sayes Myftical Sphynx. 
Quoth Taffie, then 'm your man! 
And Jamas cut, quoth Cad, 
And Shenkin, Me vat-a-whe. 
Ap Howel,\c’s true,and Morgan & Hagh 
Y Cambrie, Dien, Dalth- a-whe: 


FINIS. 
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